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THE SPICY PULPS: A "CULTURED" ELEGANCE 


f there is a single word which describes Cul- 

ture Publications' line of PULP magazines, 
that word-is "elegant." Though the Spicy magazines 
(as they were euphemistically called) were essen- 
tially only vehicles for word-and-picture scenes of 
mild titillation, the combination of H.J.Ward's lush 
covers,the fine-lined interior illustrations and the 
stylish packaging all combined to give Frank Armer's 
publications that very distinctive "house - look" 
which set them apart from the cheaper PULPS of the 
day. 

nterestingly enough, the Delaware-based Cul- 

ture group was only one-half of Armer's pub- 
lishing empire. With the same staff, he maintained 
Trojan Publications in New York City. The Trojans' 
were milder versions of the Culture line, publishing 
such PULPS as THE LONE RANGER and SUPER-DETECTIVE. 


A tthough there were four Spicy titles--SPICY 
DETECTIVE; SPICY ADVENTURE; SPICY MYSTERY and 
even SPICY WESTERN STORIES--each one managed to re- 
main editorially separate, dispite their common pre- 
eeccupation. SPICY MYSTERY STORIES, -as this: ODYSSEY 
"full count' reprint shows, is probably the most in- 
teresting of the four titles. It is Culture's answer 
to such PULPS as TERROR TALES and HORROR STORIES. 
The bizarre and the supernatural are the main themes 
here. Unlike the more common terror PULPS, the stor- 
ies which ran in SPICY MYSTERY are neither turgid 
nor oppressive in their telling. 





t the time of this issue's first appearance, 
SPICY MYSTERY STORIES was entering its third 
year under Lawrence Cadman's editorship. The authors 
as listed on the contents page are a mixture of the 
real and unreal. While E. Hoffman Price, Robert Les- 
lie Bellem and Ken Cooper (who ran a mail-order book 
service on the side) were real enough, Justin Case 
(just in case of what? we wonder) and Morgan Lefay 
are obvious house names. In fact, Bellem was Justin 
Case and possibly one or two others as well. Though 
the other house names are still a mystery (and may 
remain so), the stories themselves live on, steeped 
in thrills, chills--and, of course, spice! 
--Will Murray, 20/May/1976 


This: 1s. ODYSSEY" s: publication: #7. 
A ‘full count' reprint. 
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CHARLES A. 
BAKER, Jr. 


The Lady Diane bartered her soul to get the man 
she wanted—and to ruin his young wife. The 
Can even the al- 


Devil’s bargain is ruthless. 


chemist’s sorcery save her? 


HE night was cold, bitter cold, 
and the snow fell thick and soft, 
muffling the wearied hooves of 
the horses, obscuring the path on which 
they trod. In the dim whiteness, the 
riders could scarcely make out the dark 


undersides of the pine boughs, arching 
beneath their chill burdens. Again and 


again their stooped figures brushed 
against those boughs, so that the cold 
snow deluged riders and steeds alike. 
The horses moved slowly, seeming to 
follow the windings of the track by mere 
instinct. The groom, Pietro, turned his 
head, and it was not only cold that made 
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his teeth chatter as he spoke. “I am 
afraid, madame! Let us turn back, for 
the love of God!” 

The Lady Diane’s laugh was sweet, 
and musical, and mocking. “You call 
yourself a man, Pietro, and you are 


afraid? Courage! It cannot be much 
farther!” 


Pietro shivered. ‘“‘But, madame, would 
it not be better to return by daylight? 
In the dark, we may never find the 
place!” 

Again Diane laughed. “Afraid of the 
dark, Pietro? I will protect you! I have 
told you that we must not be seen go- 
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ing to this place! And we cannot go 
astray. This trail leads straight to our 
goal !”” 

Pietro shrugged, and was silent. For 
half an hour more they rode on. Then 
the horses stopped. The path had 
emerged from the somber pine forest, 
into some sort of clearing, whose extent 
could not be discerned. Faintly, a single 
ruddy light gleamed through the falling 
snow. “This is the place!” said Diane. 
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“J am more like the Lady Elise than she is 


like herself!” she exclaimed. 
3 
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Pittro was trembling. “Let us turn 
back, madame!” he implored again. 

“Tn this storm, Pietro? Surely you 
would rather warm yourself here first!” 

Pietro shuddered. “No, madame! 
Rather the cold and the storm than this.” 
His voice sank to a frightened half 
whisper. 

“Pah! He will not harm us!’ She 
urged her horse onward, and Pietro fol- 
lowed elose. A stone tower rose before 
them, round and massive and very old. 
Fhe heavy oak of its door was bound 
with bands of iron. 

“Knock, Pietro!” ordered Diane. 
Fearfully, he obeyed. For a long time 
there was no response. Then, as Diane 
was about to bid him knock again, there 
eame the sound of the unfastening of 
bolts and bars. Pietro slipped from his 
saddle, and helped his mistress to alight. 
The door swung open, groaning on its 
rusty hinges, “Enter!” cried a voice. 


HEY did so, and the door swung 

shut behind them. The room was 
round and huge, taking up a whole floor 
of the tower. It was lit by the lurid 
glow from a furnace. Strange and 
ominous instruments filled it: flagons 
and phials, alembics, bain-maries, re- 
torts and alundels, astrolabes, spatulae, 
matrasses. On a long, low table of 
blackened oak were heaped many 
volumes, immense and old, with iron 
guards and padlocks. 

But strangest and most ominous of 
all was the proprietor of the place. He 
stood very tall, though exceedingly 
stooped with age. His long hair, and 
the thick beard that reached nearly to 
his waist, were white as the snow with- 
out. His face was a mass of wrinkles, 
paleas old parchment, his Ifps were thin 
and coloriess, his nose was hooked like 


an eagle’s beak, but his eyes were like 
burning coals. 

It was the wizard Apoltyon, of whom 
men said, with bated breath, that he was 
a hundred years old, and had bartered 
his soul with the Powers of Darkness, 
in return for powers beyond those of 
mortal men. 

He regarded Diane keenly, as she 
loosened her cloak of priceless furs, now 
heavy-laden with snow. “I am honored 
indeed!” he said. “To receive, on such 
a night, a visit from the Lady Diane, the 
fairest in the court and the most especial 
favorite of the king! What do you seek 
from me, madame?” 

Diane, pulling off her gloves, began 
to warm her chilled hands at the glow 
of the furnace, gazing curiously around 
her at this magician’s lair. 

“A little thing” she said. “Little, that 
is for one of your power! I love a man!” 

The wizard laughed, and stroked his 
beard. By now Diane had laid aside her 
cloak. She was beautiful as a poet’s 
dream, tall and slim, but rounded, with 
hair that was pale gold, eyes a heavenly 
blue, and skin like alabaster. Rubies 
were not more red than her lips, nor 
pearis whiter than her teeth. Beneath 
her simple, but rich, gown of black vel- 
vet her breasts swelled gloriously. 

“What need have you for charms of 


mine?” asked Apollyon. “Surely no 
man can resist your own!” 

Diane laughed, bitterly. “He loves 
another !” 

“Another ?” 

“His wife!’ 


“Strange times we are coming to,” 
said the wizard, “when men love their 
wives more than all others! She must 
be very beautiful!” 

“She is beautiful, the Lady Elise!” 
granted Diane. Her lip curled. ‘But 
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no more beautiful than I. But they say 
she 1s virtuous. And that is why he 
spurns me, calling me wanton!” 

“A virtuous woman at court !’’ mocked 
Apollyon. “Truly, a miracle beyond 
even my powers! But what do you seek 
from me? A philter to make him love 
you, or a poison to remove your rival? 
Do you think I deal in such trifles?” 


“No!” said Diane. Her bosom heaved, 
and her eye flashed fire. “I will have 
him, I must have him, though it cost 
me my life, and my very soul! There 
must be a way!” She looked meaningly 
at Pietro, as if she would not make her 
purpose clear to him. 

“Do not ancient legends tell us how 
King Uther Pendragon desired Igraine, 
the fair wife of the Duke of Cornwall? 
And when she refused him, did not Mer- 
lin, that mighty magician, find a certain 
way to grant him his desire? Can you 
not do the like for me?” 

Apollyon smiled, knowingly, and pon- 
dered a while. “It is written in ancient 
books,” he said at length, “that that was 
an art not unknown to the kings of 
ancient Egypt, whom men call Pharoahs. 
But it is far beyond the reach of any 
human necromancy, even mine. Only 
by the aid of superhuman powers may 
such a deed be done.” 

“Then I will invoke such aid!” said 
Diane, eagerly. “Can you not summon 
the demons of the pit to do your will, 
wizard ?” 

Apollyon smiled craftily. “Perchance 
I can, madame! But few men indeed 
are bold enough to face them, and to 
make their request of them. Are you 
not afraid?” 

Diane shrugged her shoulders. “No, 
I am not afraid! There is nothing I 
will not dare, to attain my desire! But 
you must help me!” 


“And my reward? Surely it should 
be a great one!” 

“As great as you desire! My bag, 
Pietro!” 


EG handed her her velvet bag, 

whence she drew a heavy case of 
hammered silver, richly worked. She 
opened it. It was filled with gems, a 
king’s ransom: diamonds bright as the 
frozen tears of angels; rubies red as 
her own heart’s blood; emeralds green 
as the very quintessence of Spring; and 
great, pale, lustrous pearis. 

“Here are my jewels,” she said. 
“There are none finer in the world. 
Take them, all of them! But only give | 
me what I seek!” 


But the wizard shook his head. “What 
is wealth to me?” he asked. “Do I not 
possess the secret of the philosopher’s 
stone, that converts all base metals mto 
gold? Am I not privy to all the buried 
treasures of-the earth? Do not my 
familiar spirits bring me everything I 
desire, and fulfill my every wish? Wealth 
is for the vulgar. I seek only wisdom 
—wisdom and power beyond the ken of 
all other mortals.” 

“What would you have, then?” asked 
Diane. 

Apollyon smiled at her with a mean- 
ing smile. The fire in his eyes blazed 
up; they seemed to devour her. “You 
are very beautiful!” 


Diane half smiled, half frowned. “Are 
you not old enough to have outlived the 
desires of the flesh?” she asked. 

The wizard laughed. “Am I not pos- 
sessed of the elixer of life, which keeps 
men perpetually young ?” 

Again his visitor shrugged her shoul- 
ders. “So be it. You shall have your 
desire—as soon as I have had mine!” 

Apollyon rubbed his hands together 
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gleefully, like a merchant who scents a 
fat profit. He consulted his astrological 
charts. “Tonight is propitious,” he said. 
“There is no moon, and Antares, the 
baleful star, stands on the meridian at 
midnight. Are you ready?” 

“Yes! said Diane. 

“Madame, I implore you,’ 
Pietro, but her look silenced him, 

“Very well,” said Apollyon. “I will 
make my preparations.” 

Into a great glass alembic, set upon a 
bain-marie, he put many strange ingred- 
ients: dried herbs, and white powders; 
wolf’s jelly, and salamander’s blood. 
Under it he lit a lamp that burned with 
a pale bluish glow. The alembic filled 
with seething, whitish vapors. From its 
neck there distilled an oil as colorless as 
water, and Apollyon corked it up, care- 
fully, in a phial. 

“It is near midnight,” said he. “Put 
on your cloak. We must be off!” 

Diane raised her eyebrows. “On such 
a night ?” 

The wizard smiled, grimly. “The 
visitor we are summoning is one whom 
I have no desire to receive in this humble 
dwelling of mine!” 

From his belt, he took a key, and, un- 
locking a strong coffer of bronze, pro- 
duced a scroll of the finest and whitest 
vellum, written upon in an unknown 
script. And Diane shuddered a little, for 
she saw that the vellum was of human 
skin, and the writing thereon blood 
turned brownish with time. 


i hace went out into the night, Pietro 

following unbidden. For, much as 
he feared to go, still more did he fear 
to stay alone in that den of accursed 
sorceries. The snow had ceased, though 
it was still bitter cold. In the crystal 
air, the stars shone unwinkingly, as chill 
and bright as Diane’s jewels. 


began 


Apoltyon wore no cloak over his long 
black robe, but the biting air, that sank 
through the thick furs of the others, 
seemed to take no hold on his fleshless 
body. He led the way up the steep hill 
behind his tower, leaning on his long 
staff, knee deep in the fresh snow. And 
for all his age, the others could scarcely 
keep pace with him. When he reached 
the summit, he was hardly panting. 


“This will do!’ he said. At his direc- 
tion, Pietro trampled down the snow 
in a circle some paces across. In the 
hard-packed snow of the middle of that 
circle, Apollyon drew, with the iron- 
shod tip of his staff, two triangles, in- 
tersecting to form a six-pointed star, 
that enclosed certain mystic runes. He 
turned to Diane. “Strip!” he com- 
manded. 


“In the snow?” she asked. 


“Yes! I must anoint you with this 
oil; else will the presence of the demon 
be fatal to you.” 


Without more ado, the Lady Diane 
let fall her mantle, and laid aside her 
garments, one by one, all but a wisp of 
filmy cloth about her breasts, and an- 
other about her loins. Nor did she flinch 
when at length she stood so nearly naked 
to that freezing air. Again the wizard’s 
eyes gleamed brighter, and even Pietro 
almost forgot his terror. For her body, 
and her limbs, and her breasts, were 
perfect as those of Aphrodite herself, 
or as any of those statues the Greeks 
carved of Pentellic marble; white as the 
snow she stood upon, 


Apollyon uncorked his precious phial, 
and, with long and bony fingers, that 
did not tremble at the cold, anointed 
her from head to foot. His hands, in- 
flamed by the touch of her skin, were 
hot as his eyes, for all the chill. The 
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Armand’s hand tightened on his sword hilt at what he saw. 
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Lady Diane trembled, and her breath 
came fast. 

“Stand in the center of the star!” he 
ordered. Diane obeyed, and Apollyon, 
standing on the margin of the circle, un- 
folded his vellum. “Repeat the formula 
after me!” he said. 


HE began to read, in a hushed voice, 

barely above a whisper, the forbid- 
den words, the words of mighty power, 
the words of no earthly tongue: “LURO 
VOPO VIR VOARCHADUMIA!” 
And Diane repeated them after him, in 
a clear voice. 

Heretofore, the night air had been as 
still as death, so still that not a needle 
stirred on the snow-covered pines below 
the hilltop. But even as the last syllable 
fell from her lips, an icy whirlwind 
smote them with the howling of a thou- 
sand devils. 

Pietro sank wpon the snow, swooning 
with mortal terror. The vellum was torn 
from Apollyon’s fingers; his hair and 
beard streamed out upon the wind; he 
bent like a tree before the gale, bracing 
himself upon his staff. Diane’s long hair 
whipped wildly about her, and the biting 
wind seemed to blow through her bared 
body, freezing her very vitals, the very 
marrow of her bones. 

Yet she stood firm, though the whirl- 
wind threatened to snatch them all from 
the hilltop, and bear them away to that 
infernal pit whence it had sprung. 

Apollyon uttered again the word 
“VOARCHADUMIA”, this time in a 
mighty voice. The whirlwind tore it 
from his lips, smothered it, carried it 
away in an instant. Yet Diane found 
breath enough to repeat it after him. 
And straightway the whirling air was 
laden thick with blinding snow, and 
stinging sleet. 

In that smother, they might scarcely 


breathe, and the snow at their feet was 
lost to view. From head to foot, Diane 
was lashed pitilessly, with icy whips, as 
at the hands of a million fiends. Yet it 
seemed to her that the ghost of Apoll- 
yon’s voice reached her ears, uttering 
the word “TRIPSARECOPSEM.” 
Blinded and deafened and all but suf- 
focated as she was, she too gasped out 
that word. 

As suddenly as it had come, the whirl- 
wind ceased, and the snow and sleet with 
it, and all was once more still as death, 
save for the hoarse, heavy, broken pant- 
ing of the wizard, and Diane’s quick, 
loud breathing. 

Whether it was warm or cold now 
they could not have said. But it was 
blacker than before, blacker than any 
earthly blackness, black as the very heart 
of the world, as the nethermost pit in 
hell. No stars showed, no faintest gleam 
of light came from the snow. Yet did 
the darkness seem not mere absence of 
light, but rather something real and 
material, weighing upon them oppres- 
sively ; alive and evil. 

And out of that incarnate darkness 
came a voice, a voice that was one with 
the darkness, a half whisper, very clear 
and sweet and terrible, like a poisoned 
syrup, the very voice of evil itself: 

“Woman, that troublest mine ancient 
repose, thy purpose ts not hidden from 
me. But wilt thou pay my price?” 

And Diane answered, in a breathless 
voice: “Any price!” 

The darkness laughed, and _ its 
laughter was low and sweet and terrible 
as its whispering voice. “Thou must be 
mine, utterly and enttrely mine, mine to 
do with us I will, mine body and soul, 
mine for all time and for all eternity, 
mine in this world and in the next!” 

The Lady Diane laughed, wildly. “I 
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am content! Let me die, let hell have 
me and all its tortures, even for all 
eternity! So I have my desire, if but 
for a single hour, I care not!’ 

“So be it!” said the darkness. “So 
long as thou livest, thou shalt come to 
me once a month, in the dark of the 
moon, and be mine for that night. And 
after thy death, I shall have thee for all 
eternity. And with this kiss I do mark 
thee mine for ever!” 


ND Diane felt something touch her 

between her breasts, something that 
burned her tender flesh like a hot iron. 
Then that weird darkness vanished, as 
if it had never been. And, after it, the 
starlight gleaming on the white snow 
seemed bright as the sun at high noon. 
Pietro lay still as death, and Apollyon 
stood leaning on his staff, motionless as 
a statue. 

But Diane fell on the snow writhing 
in every limb, and biting her lips to keep 
from screaming aloud. For she was 
racked with all the tortures of hell, 
agonies exceeding those of birth or of 
death. Indeed, it was as though she were 
dying, and, in dying, giving birth to a 
new woman. Though she lay in the cold 
snow, every fiber of her, every sinew 
and nerve and bone and vein of her 
delicate body, seemed to be torn apart, 
twisted out of shape by some infernal 
engine, burned by infernal fires, dis- 
solved by infernal acids. 

And the stars were beginning to pale, 
at the approaching dawn, before at last 
her spasms ceased, and she lay still, 
white as death; gasping and utterly 
spent. Apollyon helped her to her feet, 
wrapped her in her cloak—which now 
hung strangely loose upon her, as if she 
had wasted away during the night, and 
gave her aqua vitae to drink. 

Pietro was moaning with cold, as his 


senses returned to him, and when: he too 
had been given to drink, he was able to 
stand. But he gazed at them uncom- 
prehendingly, moving his lips silently, 
as if the cold and terror of that awful 
night had addled his wits. 


O they made their way down the hill 
again. And, when they. were once 
more inside the tower, the Lady pro- 
cured her hand mirror, with its richly 
wrought silver frame. Shamelessly, she 
let her cloak slip to the floor, and gazed 
at the beauty of her body, running her 
slim white hands over it caressingly. 

The face and form the mirror showed 
its owner were beautiful indeed, but 
with a beauty that was not that of the 
Lady Diane. The hair, long and lovely, 
was softest brown. And the great moist 
eyes, too, were brown, soft and warm 
and gentle as a doe’s. The beauty of her 
features, likewise, was no longer 
haughty and cold and hard, but soft and 
gentle and warm. And the perfect body 
was not so mature as before, but rather 
maidenly slim. 

She laughed, triumphantly, as she 
gathered her cloak around her again, 
carelessly. “I am more like the Lady 
Elise than she is like herself!’ she 
cried. 

And Pietro muttered, stupidly: “The 
Lady Elise!” 

She laughed again. “Fool! Aye, I ain 
the Lady Elise! The Lady Diane is 
dead. But there remains yet another 
Elise. And, surely, in this world, there 
is room for but one of us!” 

Still Pietro stood there with blank 
amazement written on his heavy face. 
Yet presently he smiled, a smile of half 
understanding, cunning and cruel. “The 
dagger, madame?’’ he whispered. “Or 
the cup?” 

His mistress pondered, and looked at 


10 SPICY MYSTERY STORIES 





Apollyon. The wizard, stroking his 
beard in thought, shook his head. “I 
would not kill her yet!” he said. “ "T'were 
fatal, should her body be found. Spirit 
her away, rather, to some secure place. 
So may you yet find her useful.” 

“You are wise, Apollyon!” smiled the 
Lady. “So be it! Pietro seize her, this 
very day! Shut her up in the secet room 
in my castle, and guard her well!” 

And, in her joy, she flung her rounded 
arms about Apollyon’s withered neck, 
and kissed him full on the lips. The 
wizard’s lean arms embraced her, his 
bony hands slipped beneath her cloak. 
The Lady Diane shivered, but she did 
not draw away. 


HE Lord Armand’s kiss awoke the 

Lady Diane. They lay in the great 
bed that adorned his sumptuous cham- 
ber. Her head rested on the pillow be- 
side his own, so that his fair locks were 
mingled with her brown ones, and his 
arm, bare and sinewy, was around her 
neck. She smiled at him, enticingly, and 
withal triumphantly. The kiss of her 
swollen lips was sweet and warm as 
sun-drenched honey in the comb. 

As she threw her arms around his 
neck, the sheet of Holland linen slipped 
down, baring the naked marble of her 
shoulders. And, following Armand’s 
eyes, she saw, on her bosom, a strange 
mark, fire-red against the snowy skin, 
as if a seal had been impressed there, a 
seal in the form of two intersecting 
triangles. 

If Armand had been looking into her 
eyes, he would have seen there a sudden 
look of terror, that was gone as quickly 
as it had come. She laughed: “Your 
kisses were so burning last night, my 
lord! Kiss me again!” 

Armand, too, laughed, but his eyes 
were faintly puzzled. “You are strangely 


changed, Elise! Till this last night, you 
were ever shy and bashful. Now, I 
swear, you have turned wanton! What 
sorcery is this?” 

Diane smiled boldly into his eyes. 
“No sorcery but my love for you, my 
lord! Ought not a loving wife strive to 
please her husband in all things ?” 


And she pressed her body to his, 
fiercely and greedily, as if she would 
devour him. Armand’s blood boiled in 
his veins, and he forgot that sinister 
mark, and the strange light in her eyes. 
And Diane, too, forgot it, and the ter- 
rors of two nights ago, and of the next 
dark of the moon. 


VERY night, from the casement 

window of their chamber, the Lady 
Diane watched the slender crescent of 
the winter moon round steadily to its 
full. Each night she looked at the mark 
between her breasts, and each night it 
was fainter than before. And each day 
and each night, her passion for Armand, 
boundless and fathomless as the sea, 
grew yet more strong, as a fire grows 
by what it feeds upon. She was fiercely 
jealous of him, and would scarcely let 
him out of her sight. 

He no longer hunted, or went to court, 
or sought the company of other men, or 
left the castle for any purpose, but was 
become, in the opinion of all, the most 
uxorious of husbands. And, indeed, 
the stolen beauty of Diane’s body, and 
the fierce intensity of her desire, and 
all the arts of love she practiced so cun- 
ningly, held him bound to her as if by 
witchcraft. 

If the servants murmured that the 
Lady Elise, ever the kindest of mis- 
tresses, was now become unaccountably 
the harshest, he gave no heed. Nor was 
it anything to him that, as men said, the 
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Lady Diane had mysteriously disap- 
peared from the face of the earth. 

So the weeks wore on, and the moon 
waned inexorably. 
Diane, beholding it, felt a colder terror 


strike at her very heart. Yet she con- @ 


cealed it well from Armand, becoming 
more loving than ever. 

When at last the inevitable dark of 
the moon was come, Diane lay awake 
listening to the heavy breathing of 
Armand. Well she knew that he would 
not stir for hours, since she had slipped 


And each night “ 

















Blinded and deafened, she too gasped 
out the word, “Tripsarecopsem!” 


a sleeping potion in his wine. When all 
the castle was still, she arose, and 
donned her cloak. It was very cold in 
the bed-chamber, for the fire in the 
great hearth had burned down to feeble 
embers. 

Softly, she opened the door, and 
stole out into the corridor. And down 
the stairs. The beating of her own heart 
sounded like a drum in her ears, as, 
softly, she opened the little door at their 
foot. The moonless sky was overcast 
with a leaden pall of clouds, so that but 
the faintest gleam was reflected from 
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the snow. The still air was cold as death, 
yet not so cold as Diane’s heart. 

The hard crust crackled under her 
feet, as she made her way to the pine 
wood, dense and black, that lurked be- 
hind the castle. Beneath the tangled 
boughs, the blackness weighed heavier 
yet. Afar off, an owl hooted, and a 
wolf howled, mournfully. The sound 
struck terror to Diane’s soul, for she 
knew not whether it was any earthly 
beast or bird that haunted that dark 
wood. 


A sure instinct seemed to guide her 
faltering feet through the pathless for- 
est. Thus she came to a ruined crom- 
lech. Close among that oval of mighty 
stones, the pines grew tall. Half those 
stones had fallen, and the rest leaned 
crazily together, forming an arch. In 
the darkness beneath that vault, that 
instinct led her to a huge block of rough 
stone, the altar whereon, in olden times, 
many a victim had poured out his life’s 
blood to the heathen gods. Diane laid 
aside her cloak, and stretched herself 
out at full length on that hard couch. 
The stone was like ice beneath her naked 
body. 

But it was not cold that made Diane 
tremble in every limb, like a frightened 
horse. For, within that vault, she sensed 
a presence, brooding and evil and ter- 
rible beyond all words, and she saw it, 
as a darkness to which the darkness of 
the night was as the noon-tide sun. And 
she heard again that too-well-remem- 
bered voice, so sweet and terrible. 


“THOU FEAREST ME!” it said, 
and laughed. “FEAR ME NOT, WO- 
MAN, SO LONG AS THOU FUL- 
FILLEST THY BARGAIN. BUT IF 
THOU FULFILL IT NOT, THEN 
INDEED HAST THOU CAUSE TO 
FEAR ME!” 


The Lady Diane held her voice steady. 
“I fear thee not!” And _ straightway 
something seized upon her, as with a 
thousand hands, a myriad talons. It 
enveloped her from head to foot, like 
a great serpent, or a watery flood. And 
it seemed to her at once cold as ice, and 
hot as molten iron; hard as rock, and 
soft as air. A sulphurous stench assailed 
her nostrils. And a terrible wave of 
agony, and horror, and terror, and re- 
vulsion, swept over her, so that she lost 
consciousness, 


EN she came to herself, it was 
once more morning, and Diane lay 
in her bed again, pale and exhausted and 
racked with chills and fever. And the 
mark between her breasts burned once 
more red as fire. Speedily, she recovered. 
and now was her passion for Armand 
grown beyond all bounds, consuming 
him like a wasting fever, so that he 
waxed pale and lean and hollow-cheeked, 
and the servants, beholding him, mut- 
tered to themselves, darkly, of black en- 
chantments and forbidden arts. 

More and more often, too, Diane read 
in his eyes a growing doubt of her, and 
fear, and even loathing. But the bonds 
wherewith she held him to her were 
stronger than any steel, not to be broken 
by any man. Yet at night she lay be- 
side him sleepless, thinking of the dark 
of the moon that was just past, and of 
all the moonless nights that were yet to 
come. And when she slept, it was to 
dream that she had borne a child, no- 
human offspring, but a monster form- 
less and hideous beyond words, so that 
she would awake screaming. 

Thus, ere the moon was in its last 
quarter, she too was pale, with great 
dark circles beneath her eyes. And on 
the day before the dark of the moon she 
sent, privily, a message to Pietro. And 
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thereafter she would fain have prayed. 
But she dared not, knowing that she 
was forever damned, and forgotten of 
God. 

But the Lord Armand remembered 
that the dark of the moon is the one 
night of all others when evil is most 
abroad, and how strangely altered his 
wife had been after the last two nights 
of the moon’s eclipse, and how strangely 
sound his sleep had been on the last of 
those. And so, on this night, he but 
feigned to drink the cup of wine Diane 
offered iim, pouring it out beneath his 
bed. And as soon as his head touched 
the pillow, he closed his eyes, and be- 
gan to breath deeply, feigning sleep. 


THAW had come, and with it the 

equinoctial gale, that shook the 
castle to its foundations. In the howling 
of the wind, and the pelting of the rain, 
Armand seemed to hear the voices of all 
the fiends in hell. Diane lay still beside 
him, but her quick breathing told him 
she was still awake. As the hour of 
midnight drew near, she shook him gent- 
ly, calling his name softly. Armand an- 
swered with a snore. He heard her slip 
quietly from his bed, and, opening his 
eyes, glimpsed her wrap her cloak 
around her. Stealthily, she opened the 
door, and was gone. 

Armand leaped up, threw a cloak on, 
thrust his feet into his shoes, and took 
his naked sword into his hand. Also, for 
some reason that he could not define, 
he snatched up an ivory crucifix that lay 
on the table beside his bed. 

Thus equipped, he hastened after his 
lady, down the stairs. The little door 
was just closing. Cautiously, he opened 
it a crack. | 

In the darkness, he could just make 
out Diane’s white cloak as she mounted 
a white horse. That steed was held for 


her by a man all wrapped in a great 
cloak, blacker than the black night, be- 
side whom stood as black a horse. 

Armand’s blood boiled with jealousy. 
For this, he thought, was his wife’s 
lover. Yet he held his hand, reflecting 
that he might be but a servant. The man 
in black leaped into his saddle, and the 
two vanished into the howling night. 

The wind bore off the sound of the 
hooves, and Armand could scarcely see 
the ground beneath him, But, with the 
point of his sword, he could feel the 
prints those hooves had left in the mud. 
And, buffeted and well-nigh smothered 
by the storm, drenched to the skin de- 
spite his heavy cloak, Armand followed 
grimly on, like a hound. 

The trail led him along a forest path, 
and to a hilltop, where the storm burst 
upon him with redoubled fury, Here 
stood the castle of the Lady Diane. 
Armand saw a gleam of light as the gate 
opened. But, when he reached it, it was 
closed, and securely fastened. He found 
a great diamond-paned window, and 
broke its lock with the hilt of his sword, 
the tempest drowning out the sound. 

Within the castle, Armand could hear 
nothing but the rushing of the storm, 
that shook it as with the tread of titanic 
armies. All was dark as the very tomb, 
and, in that darkness, the Lord Armand 
wandered, like a man lost in some fan- 
tastic nightmare, from room to room, 
and along corridor after corridor, and 
up and down many flights of stairs, un- 
til he wondered whether he was asleep 
or awake, or perchance dead, and in 
purgatory. 

BY at last he perceived a faint gleam 
of light before him, like a distant 
star, and, following it, found himself 
on the threshold of a small room. It 
(Continued on page 111) 
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She was a simple mountain 
girl, starved for love, slave 
to a brutal master. Then 
she meets the man from 
the city, and an old hag’s 
curse comes to answer her 
dreams 
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. beneath a waning moon was 
haunted 

By woman wailing for her demon 
lover.” 


S she climbed the steep, dim trail 
A Maylinn Court whimpered a hit- 

tle, far back in her throat. A 
too-often-whipped puppy whimpers like 
that, crawling back to its master. May- 
linn was crawling back to her master. 
In the Hill Country a wife belongs to 
her husband as his dog belongs to him. 
With the dumb, hopeless acquiescence of 
a beaten mongrel the girl knew that she 
belonged to Dal Court, and although 
sick fear cringed within her of what 
awaited her in the cabin above, she had 
no thought at all that there was any 
possibility of escape for her. 
The heavy bundles dragged at her 
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arms and the leaden fear dragged at her 
breast. The shadows creeping down 
through the darkening forest reached for 
her with black, spectral fingers of in- 
evitable doom and she knew it was late. 
Dreadfully, it was late. Dal would be 
awake from his sodden, brutish sleep, 
would be lurching out from behind the 
bed-curtain to look for her. And she 
was not there! 

In the General Store at the Forks, 
chatting with Mrs. McGinley and con- 
scious, thrillingly conscious of the men’s 
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good, so good to see people, to hear : 
voices other than Dal’s rumbling growl, 
to touch the fringes of lives different 


Black against the 
black, she knew 
that a form ap 
proached her. 
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from the solitude and the everlasting 
toil of the lonely cabin on Baldtop Moun- 
tain. 

Maylinn lived for her weekly visit to 
the Forks. On Tuesdays, as soon as Dal 
thudded into bed, exhausted from a 
sleepless night at his hidden still in the 
woods, she would trick herself out in her 
pathetic finery and run breathless down 
the trail so as to have as much time as 
possible before she would have to hasten 
back to have his evening breakfast ready 
before his awakening. 

It was the only pleasure of her drab 
life and she was willing to pay for it. 
Always she paid—tonight she would 
pay terribly. 

Dal would be awake and he would see 
the red ribbon in her hair, her wedding 
dress of cotton with its printed purple 
and yellow flowers. He would be awake 
so that she couldn’t hide them and he 
would guess why she had worn them. 
If only she hadn’t.... 

But fiercely Maylinn was glad that she 
had. In the grimed, bag-like Mother 
Hubbard that was her daily garb she was 
only another slattern, shapeless drudge 
at whom a man wouldn’t look twice. 
This dress was tight enough to mold it- 
self over the seductive curves of her 
slim, young body. She could feel it 
against the long arc of her thighs, against 
the incurve of her waist and her stomach. 
She could feel the firm thrust of her 
breasts against it—the nuzzle of their 
elastic curves. 

If she hadn’t had it on, would that 
traveling salesman, handsome in his 
derby and waxed black mustache, have 
jumped to hold the store door open for 
her? Would his bold eyes have stroked 
her, sending a shuddering ecstasy 
through her as if it had been his fingers 
that brushed lingeringly, longing down 
her palpitant skin? 


The green arboreal gloom ahead was 
riven by long slits of fading sunlight, 
and then Maylinn was on the edge of 
the clearing and Dal Court’s bestial, fu- 
rious roar blasted to meet her. 

The girl’s throat pulsed, once, and a 
flour bag tumbled out of the crook of 
her arm, thudded to the ground at her 
feet. Terror ran, like molten quicksil- 
ver, through her veins. It wasn’t at her 
that Dal roared. Oh God! Not at her! 


Behe yellow in shapeless trousers 

and woolen undershirt, his huge, 
shaggy bulk was planted straddle-legged 
in front of the skewed cabin door and 
from his outstretched, hamlike hand a 
bundle of rags hung. A bundle of gray, 
fluttering rags from which a head lolled; 
straggle-haired, gaunt and hideous as a 
gibbering, grotesque gargoyle spewed 
out of some nightmare delirium; from 
which bony, skeleton talons clawed at 
his columnar arm. Gram Hooker! 

It was Gram Hooker Del held like 
that, whose old bones he shook, now, as 
a terrier shakes a rat. Gram Hooker, 
the crone from Toad Hollow whom 
everyone knew was a witch! 

“Next time I ketch yoh crawling 
around here I’ll step on yoh like I would 
on a tree-louse,” Dal bellowed. ‘Yoh 
ain’t takin’ no more food outen my 
belly.” His arm flexed, bringing her 
close to his rage-purpled face, to his 
bristling red beard. “Yoh hear that? 
Now git!” 

A scream seared Maylinn’s throat, 
rasped soundlessly from between her icy 
lips. “Git!” Dal spewed again and his 
arm arced away from him. The hag 
skittered across the bare earth of the 
clearing, went to her knees, twisted 
around toward Dal as a cat would have 
twisted, thrown as she had been thrown. 
A sound came from her that was the 
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mewl of a cat, and abruptly she was 
bathed in an eerie, lurid light. 

The hag mewled and spat at the man, 
out of that unearthly red radiance that 
might be the glare of hellfire itself. Her 
eyes were scarlet coals deep in the gray 
pits of her gray and ghastly countenance, 
her toothless mouth a black and writhing 
gash across it. Her scrawny arm came 
up, its fleshless fingers grotesquely 
twisted in some esoteric, sinister sign 
whose shadow darted across the ground 
to touch Court’s bare feet. Her voice 
was a piercing, hate-vibrant lewdness in 
the terrified hush of the woods. 

“A curse on you, Dal Court,” it 

shrilled. “The curse of Ashtaroth and 
of Baal on you and your house. The 
curse of Abaddon.” 
_ And then she was gone. She was 
gone but out of the forest depths her 
laugh jelled Maylinn’s blood to a glacial 
quiver, her cackling, shrill laugh that 
abruptly was cut off! 

“Dal,” Maylinn whispered. ‘What 
have you done, Dal?” She moved 
toward him across the clearing, unknow- 
ing that her bundles had spilled from her 
nerveless arms, moved through the gory 


radiance of the sunset toward the motion-. 


less, glowering figure of her husband in 
whose graven mask something lurked 
that might be fear. “Dal! Her curse— 
Nothing can save us now. Nothing!” 
“Hell!” Dal Court was muttering as 
Maylinn reached him. “She’s only a 
crazy old fool.” He swung around to 
the girl, abruptly aware of her presence. 
“If I ketch yoh givin’ her any more 
scraps... .” checked himself. Suddenly 
the lurking terror was gone from his 
piglike eyes under their beetling, shaggy 
brows and they were red-flecked and slit- 
ted with wrath. “Where have yoh been, 
yoh slut?” he roared. “Where . . .?” 
Maylirin cowed away from him. “To 


th’ store,” she whimpered. “Down to 
ty orks. fo” 

“What’s thet in yoh hair? What's 
thet yoh’ve got on?’ His gross neck 
was corrugated with taut sinews, his 
hairy fingers were closing and opening, 
closing and opening, at the ends of his 
stiff, down-thrust arms. “Whose wake 
you been too?” 

“N-no. wake. I—I just been buyin’ 
vittles down at McGinley’s.. Flour af’ 
—an’ bacon an’... Listen, Dal. I'll 
have some hoe cake fer yoh come morn- 
Se ae ae 

““Shet up! No wake an’ no weddin’ an’ 
yoh m yohr Sunday-go-to-meetin’s! 
Who is he? Who is it yoh met down at 
the’ Forks?” 

“N-nobody.” Maylinn § straightened, 
brought her eyes up to meet her hus- 
band’s glowering orbs. “No one.” Was 
it the fact that for the first time she had 
seen him afraid that gave her that brief 
moment of febrile courage? “Ain’t I 
got 4 right to be purty too, so thet th’ 
town women won't look at me an’ 
laugh ?” 

“Th’ women!” Rage clenched his 
windpipe, made his voice husky, awe- 
somely husky and rumbling ommously. 
“Th’ men yoh mean. Th’ slick loafers 
hangin’ aroun’ in their store-clothes an’ 


their collars aroun’ their necks, whis- 


perin’ outen th’ sides o’ their mouths an 
oglin’ th’ women’s ankles. Yoh showed 
‘em ankles. Yoh showed ’em a damn 
sight more’n ankles I'll be bound. 
Jazebel! C’m here!” 


H's bellow blasted at her and his 

hand exploded out of the thunder- 
ous roar to grip and dig into her arm 
with ferocious agony. It flung her in 
through the open door, into the murk 
and the acrid fetor of the cabm’s one 
room. Maylinn skidded across the 
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floor, brought up thumping against the 
board side of the axe-made bed. Court 
lurched in, gigantic against the dusk 
light, twisted to the wall alongside the 
sash. 

“Don’t,” Maylinn moaned, a crump- 
led, quivering heap on the floor. “Not 
thet, Dal. Not thet! I’ll never do it 
again. Never! I swear it befoh God.” 

He was taking a whip down from pegs 
driven between the logs, a stub-handled 
whip whose long, black lash uncoiled 
and undulated, reptilian with some gris- 
ly, terrible life as he straightened it be- 
tween his fingers. 

“Yoh swore befoh God when yoh mar- 
ried me. Five gallon o’ my best white 
mule I paid yoh pappy foh yoh, an’ a 
quart to th’ preacher, an’ yoh swore to 
be a faithful wife to me, ‘forsakin’ all 
others’. Yoh forgot thet oath quick 
enough, but yoh won’t forget this un. 
Stand up!” 

“Dal. Please don’t. Please don’t whip 
ie. Dal 

“Stand up!” 

Maylinn shoved shaking palms against 
splintered wood, got trembling, anguish- 
ed knees under her. “Dal. Let me take 
off th’ dress. Please, Dal, let me take 
off th’ dress. It’s th’ only purty thing I 
SOLON 6 Ge 

“Tl take it off for yoh. Stand up!” 


She came erect with a burbling, in-: 


finitely terrible moan. The whiplash 
hissed, flicking out. Its tip touched, just 
touched, her side, but a wisp of fabric 
ripped and fluttered away. 

“Ohhhbh,” Maylinn wailed. “Yoh’ve 
torn it. Yoh’ve torn my dress.’’ She 
jerked away, darted toward the side of 
the room. 

Trted to dart away. 

The lash coiled around her small waist, 
tightened, slammed her back against the 
wall, seethed away. 


And then it was back, playing around 
her, playing up and down her fear-rigid 
form, a live and terrible thing. Bit by bit 
it shredded the dress of which she was so 
proud, shredded it and scattered it about 
the room, and still, with infinite ingenu- 
ity, with infinite cruelty it did not touch 
her skin. 

She was almost naked now, her body 
a white flame in the gloom of that torture 
chamber, her face a tear-daubed, tortured 
mask. Since that last anguished wail her 
livid lips had been tight-shut on her 
agony. She had made no sound, and the 
ape-faced, gorilla-like giant who plied 
the lash had made no sound, and the 
only sound in the darkening room was 
the virulent whirr of the seething thong 
that bit by bit had stripped her. 

It whirred about her, and the wind 


it made whirred along her shrinking 


flesh, and—crack ....! 


oe whip-tip had cracked against the 
soft hollow of her waist then to send 

excruciating pain raying through her. 

Crack—crack—crack! 

An angry weal circled her right breast 
but did not touch its ivory round. Tight 
muscles in the man’s cheeks drew up the 
corners of his mouth so that it was an 
evil and drooling grin across his twitch- 


* ing countenance. His nostrils flared, his 


eyes pinpoint dots of sadistic passion— 
crack! 
Maylinn screamed, high, and loud and 


horribly, as the whip elicited exquisite 


agony from the tender flesh of one nubile 
breast. Crack! It flicked the other. The 
girl’s shriek knifed her throat... . 

And suddenly the whip was gone. It 
was gone and Maylinn was toppling to 
the floor, her legs no longer able to hold 
her, and Dal was lunging across to catch 
her. His huge arms went around her, 
caught her up. His working mouth 
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mumbled—not curses but clumsy, un- 
couth endearments. He was shaking in 
an ague of emotional frenzy. His body 
was burning with the fires of passion 
his cruelty had lit within him. 

His frantic kisses were like salt water 
rubbed into the agony of his whip, his 
sandy beard a new, unholy torture. His 
calloused hands rasped the girl’s skin to 
raw agony; his embrace was like a new 
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She ran, a white wraith, through the forest, knowing what the trees were saying. ; 


whip lacerating her protesting breasts 
and the anguish of her soft waist; his 
cruel caresses sent a different kind of 
pain stabbing through her—anguish an- 
nealed to joy. ... An ecstasy blazed in 
Maylinn to obliterate the pain... . 


vo Court lay moaning on the 
tumbled bed. She was alone. Dal 
had snatched whatever cold foods there 
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had been in the cupboard, had mumbled 
them like a beast, and in the dark had 
lumbered, growling, off to his hidden 
still. Maylinn lay moaning with the pain 
that sheathed her, with the shame that 
was a sick horror in her brain. Numbly 
she tried to understand that. Why should 
she feel shame? Dal was her husband, 
wasn’t he? There was no sin.... 

She could see out through the long, 
inverted V between the curtains. Across 
the tar-barrel murk of the cabin she 
could see the hazy blue rectangle of the 
window that was splotched with the 
moon-shadows of the trees. They made 
patterns—A sudden frigid terror fanged 
through her, brought her up to her 
haunches, staring with dilated eyes. 

One shadow—there at the corner— 
was exactly like the shadow of the sign 
Gram Hooker had made when she cursed 
Dal! The shadow in the red light that 
had touched his feet to show Satan whom 
it was she meant by her curse. The sign 
was on the cabin now and.... 

It was gone! The rustling night wind 
had moved the twigs that made it and the 
sign was gone. But Maylinn was tremb- 
ling with the queasy fear of the witch 
that it had recalled to her. Gram Hook- 
er was no witch, she tried to tell herself. 
Preacher Morris, the circuit rider, him- 
self had told Maylinn there were no such 
things as witches in this day and age. 
Super—superstition—he had said it was. 

He had said Gram Hooker was only a 
poor old woman who depended on the 
charity of her neighbors for the little 
food she needed to keep her alive, and 
he had said the charitable were blessed 
for the mites they gave her from their 
small store. 

But it wasn’t for that blessing the 
mountain people fed Gram Hooker. It 
was for fear of her and her familiars, 
the billy-goat and the black cat that 





shared her hovel in Toad Hollow. There 
were those who had seen Gram Hooker 
riding across the moon on a broomstick, 
one Hallowe’en night or another. 
Preacher Morris hadn’t tried to explain 
that. He had said it was a cloud they 
had seen. ... 

What was that? A slither of furtive 
sound from the place where the door 
should be—It was only a falling leaf. 
But this was midsummer. Leaves didn’t 
fall in July—There it was again, like 
skeleton fingers fumbling at the latch! 

The shivery cold inside Maylinn froze 
her, so that she couldn’t move, couldn’t 
make a sound. She could only stare, 
opening her eyes so wide they hurt al- 
most as much as the rest of her, at the 
darkness that the pallid window along- 
side it made even blacker. ... 

It wasn’t all black any longer! A 
blue thread slitted it, a vertical blue 
thread that was a filament of moonlight 
seeping past the door-edge. It was wid- 
ening—the door was opening—someone 
was opening the door! Someone—or 
something. ... 

For, low down, the luminance of the 
widening slit was cut across by two 
black, curved and tapering lines that 
ended, as the aperture still grew, in 
sharp points. They were horns. They 
were the horns of Satan, coming to re- 
venge his worshiper. 

The devil’s face was silhouetted black- 
ly against the blue, his pinched, long face 
and his straggly little beard. He laughed 
in triumph. . 

“Maaaa! Maaaa!’’ 


T was a goat! It was a black goat that 
pranced maaing in as the door swung 
wide on the terrified girl, and behind him 
his mistress came, bent and weazened 
and tottering. His mistress. Gram 
Hooker. 
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“Hush, Shaman.” The crone’s quer- 
ujous, age-thinned, voice enjoined the 
beastlet. ‘““Hush. He might hear you.” 

Hysteric laughter burbled in May- 
linn’s throat, came out as a gasped 
squeal. Long shudders of eerie terror 
shook her. She had seen it. With her 
own eyes she had seen Satan turn into 
Gram Hooker's black goat. Let Preacher 
Morris scoff as much as he liked, she 
knew now that Gram Hooker was a 
witch and worse than a witch. 

“Did we frighten you, my child?” 
The old woman stood still in the eerie 
moonlight and peered toward the sound 
Maylinn had made. “We did not mean 
to frighten you.” She had a basket over 
one arm. “We meant only to come in 
quietly, least he be in earshot.” 

She was looking at Maylinn, as 
though she could see her in the dark be- 
hind the curtains. Maybe she could. 


Cats and bats and owls see in the dark, - 


perhaps witches also do. Maylinn tried 
to answer her, contrived only a moan. 

“You are in pain. No wonder. We 
heard your screams, Shaman and I. We 
heard your screams and we watched for 
him to go, and we have brought some- 
thing to ease your pain. Herbs gathered 
in the dark of the moon, and a brew for 
the secret of which the city doctors would 
give their right eyes.” The hag was 
shambling nearer, nearer. “You have 
been kind to old Gram, whatever your 
man is, and Gram knows how to thank 
those who have been kind to her.” 

She meant no evil. She only wanted 
to help her. Maylinn was conscious 
again of the pain netting her, of the sick 
trembling at the pit of her stomach. 
“Thank yoh,” she said. “But yoh should- 
n’t have troubled... .” 

The leaves the deft old hands rubbed 
all over her, with little, pitying clucks 
took the pain away. Miraculously they 


took the pain away. But it was the 
drink that was the most wonderful. It 
was sharp, almost burning as Maylinn’s 
lips touched it. But the first swallow 
sent warmth all through her, delicious 
warmth, and when she had drained the 
bottle, she felt luxuriously drowsy so 
that all the agony of the evening, the 
lashing whip and Dal’s brutal caresses, 
drifted glimmering out of her memory. 
Gram Hooker was whispering some- 
thing in her ear, but Maylinn wanted 
only to sleep, to sleep, to sink down and 
down into feathery darkness and to 
dream. Gram’s glittering eyes followed 
her down into the darkness, and Gram’s 
whispering words. ... 


HE couldn’t remember those dreams 
“when she came softly awake again, 
but they tingled through her veins, and 
she was alive, more gloriously alive than 
ever she had been. It was dark again in 
the cabin. Gram Hooker was gone away, 
and Shaman, her goat. But the wind in 
the trees, was whispering a message for 
her. Often before, in the lonely watches 
of the long nights while Dal was far up 
there near the summit of the mountain, 
Maylinn had wondered what the trees 
were saying. Now she understood them. 

“Come out to us. Come out to us. 
See what secret bliss there is in the wild- 
wood when the moon is dying and the 
rabbits thump their dance. Come out, 
Maylinn. Come.” 

And Maylinn, because she understood 
the voice of the night wind in the trees, 
and because she knew that somewhere in 
the forest her dream waited for her, rose 
from her bed and went across the cabin 
floor, and out into the moonlit clearing, 
and across it into the moon-splotched 
allure of the wods. 

She ran, a white wraith, through the 


(Continued on page 104) 
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She was a subtle siren—lovely to look at, yet 

terrible to know. And all the men who loved her 

forgot honor, betrayed their wives, and everlast- 
ingly howled like dogs! 


HEY shaved a spot on the pate 
ik his head, split his trouser legs, 
“- and bound his hands behind his 
back with a leather strap. He smiled 
and looked straight ahead, keeping the 
silence he had kept for well over three 
months. 

The priest came on soundless feet to 
talk, to plead, to pray, and John Law- 
rence said nothing. He made no sound 
other than to laugh when the earnest 
father prayed for his immortal soul. The 
warden came, the sentence was read, and 
the grim procession passed through the 
door of the iron girt cell down the grey 





corridor. Footsteps pattered on the cold 
floor, clacked up the seven steps that lead 
to doom. 

The spectators, those witnesses re- 
quired by a just State extracting just 
retribution, shifted and squirmed in their 











Only the green- 
eyed woman in 
the second row 
seemed unmoved S. 
at the dying Les 
man’s screams, Pay “< 
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hard chairs. Only a woman with green 
eyes who sat in the second row did not 
move. Her eyes blazed, her too-red lips 
were parted eagerly, her generous breast 
rose and fell in excitement. The tiny 
pulse at the base of her throat throbbed 
and flickered. 

The warden mumbled a question and 
every eye was fixed with pity and hor- 
ror on the man strapped so helplessly 
in the squatty chair. For the first time 
in fifteen weeks he broke silence. He 
seemed to grow in stature, the pupils 
of his eyes dilated, the irises faded until 
only the glaring pupil was etched on the 
white eyeball. His thin lips curled away 
from his teeth, his baleful glare was fixed 
directly on the woman with the green 
eyes. 

He said, “May your soul burn in eter- 

nal hell! May flame devour the filth that 
is your white body, scar the softness that 
is you and eat the beauty bit by bit from 
your tortured bones.” 
The warden stepped forward hur- 
riedly, the black cap was dropped into 
place. At once the cap seemed to swell, 
to balloon with air like an expanded 
bladder and John Lawrence howled like 
a dog! The mournful sound filled the 
room, reverberated from wall to wall. 4 
dying hound bays the moon! 

He seemed to stiffen, seemed to leap 
forward against the bonds that held him 
in the chair. Presently the doctor pro- 
nounced John Lawrence legally and 
physically dead. 


A? THE spectators filed out, the din 
of that death howl seemed to still 
echo, to beat against their ears. A fat 
man crossed himself. A thin man wiped 
the sweat from his brow. Their foot- 
steps sounded furtive, they peered ner- 
vously to left and right. 

The woman walked alone at the head 


of the precession, her eyes still blazing, 
her lips still parted. Her hips were liguid 
and provocative beneath the thin mate- 
rial of her gown but no man’s eye was 
upon them. At the first turn she glanced 
backward, glimpsed two men carrying a 
wicker basket between them. She 
laughed. The pulse at the base of her 
white throat throbbed and flickered with 
lightning-like speed. Behind her laughter 
a strange sound emitted from her curved 
throat. 

Afterward, big Dean Martin, who 
walked behind her remembered that it 
sounded like a low, rumbling growl, like 
the noise a great dog makes when it 
tears the bone and sinew of the thing it 
has killed. 

On the train back to the city, Martin, 
the newspaper man, shuddered and 
drank a full pint of whiskey to drive the 
numbing horror from his brain. He 
knew who the green-eyed woman was— 
and he also knew John Lawrence, the 
man who paid the penalty for killing his 
own wife. 

Bottle emptied, Martin wobbled back 
toward the smoking car. He dropped 
into a vacant seat before he noticed who 
occupied the other half. She continued 
to gaze out of the window, smoke pour- 
ing from her nostrils in twin streams. 
For a moment Martin sat silent, fight- 
ing down a feeling of nausea, a vague 
foreboding. Newspaperman’s instinct 
triumphed. 

“Mrs. LaFarge,” he said half sullenly, 
and as she turned with raised brows, 
“where did you know John Lawrence? 
Why should he curse you?” 

Green eyes peered at him quizzically. 
He felt uncomfortable, squirmed in the 
seat ; a wave of red swept his face. Her 
lips parted in a friendly smile. She said, 
“I wasn’t acquaimted with Mr. Law- 
rence, Mr. Martin. I was stmply curi- 
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ous, call it morbid curiosity if you will, 
so my friend the governor gave me a 
pass to the execution !” 

He suspected she lied and he had 
meant to question her farther, but his 
surprise at her knowing his name swept 
all else from his head. 

“How did you—?” he began. 

She laid long fingers on the back of 
his hand, slid them slowly up his arm 
_while her red lips smiled and her slotted 
green eyes glowed with strange fires. 

“Of course, I know you,” she said 
softly. “Rising young newspaper man 
and all that! I make it my business to 
know promising artists.” 


il Rice was the beginning. Through 

the three hours ride back to the city 
the thing grew, little by little, bit by bit. 
There are women who exude the allure 
of their sex, who teem with it, who 
charge the air with it, women whose age 
cannot be reckoned in years but must be 
reckoned in centuries. Such a woman 
was Olivia LaFarge, widow of Saul La- 
Farge, the eccentric millionaire. 

By the time the train reached its des- 
tination Dean Martin was completely 
under her domination. The touch of her 
fingers on his arm was flame. His eyes 
glowed passionately when they caressed 
the curve of her soft breasts, sought and 
found the beginning of the cleft between 
them when the low neck fell away. Once 
she leaned toward him and picked some- 
thing from the floor. Her breast brushed 
against his knee. He felt shocked, 
numbed by the contact, and his fingers 
opened and closed convulsively. The 
smile she gave him when she sat up was 
taunting. 

It was nearly two o’clock when the 
train reached the city. Naturally Dean 
Martin helped her to a hotel, and just 
as naturally was invited to her suite. He 


poured himself a stiff drink while wait- 
ing in the living room. Presently she 
stood in the doorway, the light of the 
other room behind her. 

He didn’t see the narrowed eyes, the 
parted, eager lips, the expensive neg- 
ligee. He saw the abrupt curve of round- 
ed hips, the smoother arc of tapering 
thighs, the alluring rise and fall of gener- 
ous breasts whose upper slopes were half 
revealed in all their white glory by the 
thin negligee. She came directly to him, 
freely, frankly, wordlessly. His waiting 
arms encircled her, found the fullness of 
lush flesh, heated curves, velvety 
smoothness. 


T WAS dawn when he teft. 

The cab driver said, “J's, boss, you 
musta hurt yourself! You're bleeding.” 

The mirror showed a small trickle of 
blood oozing from a cut near the base 
of his throat. Sheepishly Dean Martin 
held a handkerchief against it, remem- 
bering with flaming face the exquisite 
pain of her farewell at the door, the thrill 
of her teeth in his flesh. 

Irene Martin, his wife, was still in 
bed. Dean stood at the bedside gazing 
down at her blonde loveliness, the vel- 
vety breasts where the gown had fallen 
low, the alluring curye from thigh to 
ankle where the thin coverlet clung lov- 
ingly. He was almost ashamed to lean 
and kiss her, more ashamed when her 
bare arms pulled him close, cushioned 


his throbbing head against a fragrant 
shoulder. Bittérly he vowed to, himseli 


never to see the LaFarge woman again. 

Irene arose, fixed his breakfast and 
called the office for him. Then he lay. 
down to sleep, explaining that he was- 
utterly done in. 

He dreamed he was running at heart- 
breaking speed through a muggy swamp, 
floundering through the ooze, the slime 
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the viscous mud. Always he peered 
frantically over his shoulder, eyes burn- 
ing with fear, muscles aching with hor- 
ror. Presently he slipped and fell. His 
pursuers came in sight. He struggled 
up, fled on into the fastnesses of the 
swamp, two great shaggy dogs gaining 
yard by yard. 

And the dogs had human faces! The 
one in the lead was Olivia LaFarge and 
panting at her hecls was John Lawrence! 

Again Dean Martin fell and the dogs 
were upon him. He screamed in fear, 
thrashed about as he felt the nip of sharp 
teeth. Then it suddenly came to him 
that they weren’t devouring him, weren’t 
tearing him limb from limb but were 
playing with him! He rolled and tossed 
in the slime, wrestling with them, biting 
at them just as they bit at him. 

Presently the dog with the woman’s 
face leaped away, the other great beast 
following. Dean Martin waited but a 
moment, peered into the undergrowth 
after them, knew he wanted to be with 
them, to run with them like a wolf with 
the pack. He called after them, called 
to them to wait. 

“Dean! Dean! Wake up, you're 
having a nightmare!’ Irene was shak- 
ing him! The sound of her laughter was 
in his ears, but Dean Martin didn’t 
laugh. His wife had found him on all 
fours in the middle of the room, his head 
thrown back and the sound that came 
from his lips was like the how! of a dog. 

He tried to forget about it, tried a 
put the LaFarge woman out of his mind. 
But every morning when he stood be- 
fore his mirror he remembered all too 
well, for the wound she had made at the 
base of his throat refused to heal! He 
kept it covered with a piece of tape, even 
went to a doctor about it, but it still re- 


mained an open wound. 


PRING passed into Summer, Sum- 
mer faded to early Fall. In October 
he saw her again. One of her house 
guests was the victim of an accident and 
Dean Martin was at the police station 
when the call came. He rode out with 
Lieutenant Hogan and found an excited 
group gathered about Carl Fletcher, the 
dead artist. 


The body lay against the south wali 
of the estate, nearly a mile from the man- 
sion itself. Fletcher smiled, even in 
death, smiled a pleased smile, like that 
of a child at play. His throat was liter- 
ally torn to pieces, as if an animal had 
closed its teeth there again and again. 


They found Mrs. LaFarge in the 
house with several others guests, who 
huddled by themselves before the open 
fire. Mrs. LaFarge nodded briefly to 
Dean Martin and answered all questions 
calmly enough. 

“You have a dog on the place, Mrs. 
LaFarge?”’ Hogan. 

“There’s no dog here, heutenant, 1 
can’t stand the sight of them. The people 
on the next estate have a kennel, I be- 
lieve. Poor Carl must have run into 
one of their police dogs. They’re vicious 
brutes.” 

Hogan nodded, started to speak then 
paused with his mouth open as a new- 
comer entered. Mrs. LaFarge laughed. 

“This is my daughter, lieutenant.” 


She wore jodhpurs that fitted almost 
skin tight. The thin sweater clung to 
smooth, round breasts, accented their 
arrogant, impudent upthrust. They 
swayed and quivered as she nodded care- 
lessly, sat down with studied ease and 
lit a cigarette. Dean Martin looked at 
her with amazement. She was an exact 
duplicate of her mother! A miniature, 
a model! How old could thts LaFarge 
woman be? 
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called. “Oh, Mr. Martin, may I see you 
a moment?” 
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As they neared the door, she 


Helplessly he paused. Hogan grunted, 
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They clawed, snapped. snarled, rolled over and over. 


As the mother talked on to the police 
lieutenant, Martin caught himself study- 
ing her, and at the same time fingering 
the taped wound on his throat. 

She turned, saw him. Green eyes 
glowed, red lips smiled as she saw where 
his fingers were. When Hogan left 
Martin went nervously with him, Mrs. 
LaFarge accompanying them as far as 


went on out. Martin heard the soft swish 
of her dress as she moved toward him. 
As if unable to resist, he turned toward 
her, saw the green fire of her eyes, 
smelled the curious woman-smell of her, 
watched the seductive sway of generous 
breasts beneath thin material. 

Then her hands were on his shoulders, 
the green eyes close to his. A low sound 
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rumbled in her throat. She pulled him 
close. For a second he tensed, then with 
a little groan of surrender swept the soft- 
ness of her to him. Her mouth on his 
was a flame, her lips avid. She drew 
away for a second, peered up at him with 
those slotted eyes, the strange sounds 
still rumbling in the white column of 
her throat. 


WIFTLY she 
again. White teeth tore the tape 
from the small wound at the base of his 
throat. He tensed joyfully, waited for 
the exquisite pain he knew was coming. 
But this time it was pain alone. He al- 
most screamed at the suddenness, the 
sharpness. He jerked away caught her 
by the shoulders and shook her, cursing 
all the while. The shoulder strap of her 
gown slipped, loosely fettered breasts 
swayed unrestrained. 

“Damn you! Damn you!” he raved. 
Presently tired, he paused, released her 
white shoulder. She stood before him, 
eyes flaming, red mouth twisted, and the 
sound she made was like the growling of 
a dog who has killed and is warning off 
interlopers. He turned and ran out the 
front door. 

On the long veranda he saw a slender 
figure in tightly fitting jodhpurs. Lola 
LaFarge was waiting. He tried to hurry 
past with a brief nod but she stopped 
him. Then he saw that even her eyes 
were like those of her mother, green slots 
through which something ghastly, in- 
human peered. Her red lips, full and in- 
viting, were parted in a smile. 

She said, ‘““You must come back and 
see us, Mr.— Why you’ve hurt your- 
self! You’re bleeding!” 

Before he could prevent it, she reached 
out and touched the bleeding wound on 
his throat. He jerked away, mumbled 
something and ran for the waiting police 


leaned toward him 


car. When he looked back, she was peer- 
ing after him, and her forefinger was in 
her mouth. 


PY 
who or what killed Carl Fletcher, the 
artist. The people of the estate next to 
LaFarge’s had seven police dogs, vicious 
animals all, but they were always kept 
caged or on leash. The country folk 
had it that a wolf was roaming the 
woods, come down from the mountains, 
and many of them claimed to have seen 
the beast. Although hunters searched 
the wild places no such beast was found. 
During the next two months Dean 
Martin drank more than was good for 
him. He knew it. Often he would tell 
himself the ideas he was forming were 
foolishness, that liquor cou'dn’t help, 
couldn’t matter. He would quit for days, 
then he would feel the throb of the open 
wound on the base of his throat and 
reach for the liquor bottle. His employ- 
ers warned him that he was overdoing 
it. Irene threatened to leave him. They 
quarreled viciously. 

Then he met Lola LaFarge at Tony’s 
Buffet. She slid into his booth, with a 
jocular word of greeting and demanded 
to know what he had been doing with 
himself. He told her sullenly, thrilled 
to the touch of her knee against his, the 
sight of her arrogant breasts pushing 
tremblingly against tight silk. Certainly, 
he’d see her home. 

Home proved to be a friend’s apart- 
ment. The friend was gone. They sat 
side by side on a deeply cushioned divan 
and drank straight whiskey until the 
pictures blurred and danced before Mar- 
tin’s eyes. He kissed her, felt her breasts 
flatten against his chest, felt her body 
tense and strain toward his. 

Suddenly he thrust her back and asked 
the question that had been haunting him 


never found out for certain 
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for months. “Did your mother know 
John Lawrence? I’ve got to know?” 

Her breath was coming in great gasps, 
her breasts rising and falling. She 
moaned, finally murmured, “Of course, 
she knew him, They had quite an affair 
before he killed his wife.” Then her 
arms pulled him close again. 

Moments later the door opened noise- 
lessly, a throaty voice said, “Well, well 
well! Pardon me!” 

Guiltily Dean Martin staggered to his 
feet. The girl was the first to break the 
silence that followed, her voice low, al- 
most a growl. ‘“Can’t you knock before 
coming where you’re not wanted? How 
did you find me?” 

Olivia LaFarge laughed, “Oh, I’m 
quite a bloodhound once I get on the 
scent, Mr. Martin, my daughter is a 
very wayward young girl. Occasionally 
she gets fed up and runs away. Come, 
Lola, I’m taking you home. Three days 
on your own are quite sufficient. No, 
no, Mr. Martin, don’t apologize.” 


AP they left, Mrs. LaFarge said, “I'll 

be expecting you, Dean, at the 
house.” Her eyes were a challenge, a 
warning, and a promise. 

Strangely enough the first thing Mar- 
tin did was return to the office and look 
up the Lawrence Murder. John Law- 
rence had killed his wife by tearing her 
throat to shreds with his teeth while un- 
der the influence of liquor. 

Dinner was a silent meal at the Mar- 
tin house. Martin caught himself gazing 
at the soft column of his wife’s throat, 
caught himself fingering the little wound 
at the base of his own throat, caught 
himself thinking of John Lawrence. As 
he read that night, a picture danced in- 
cessantly across the pages of the book. 
He closed his eyes to wipe it out, 
dropped off into a half drunken stupor. 


He dreanied that Irene was running, 
running from a great beast that pursued 
with leaps and bounds, slavering at the 
mouth. Presently she stumbled and fell 
in a flurry of skirts and the beast was 
on her. Great fangs tore into the soft- 
ness of her throat, rent the white flesh 
into ribbons while blood poured in rivu- 
lets. 

“Dean! Dean!” Irene shaking him 
again, worried and distraught. “Go to 
bed, Dean, you must be ill! You’ve been 
growling like a dog!” 

He arose unsteadily, staggered toward 
the bedroom. Something salt and warm 
was in his mouth. He swallowed greed- 
ily, licked at his lips with avidity. 

Pausing before the mirror he saw that 
he had bitten his own lip. 

Later he felt Irene beside him. She 
kissed him softly on the cheek. He pre- 


tended to be asleep. Softly she mur- 


mured, “Poor Dean! I mustn’t blame 
him, he’s ill. But oh, if things could just | 
be like they used to be!” 

Instinctively he reached for her, pulled 
her close. For a minute the old joy of 
possession swarmed through his veins. 
Love overcame him as he kissed her, 
caressed her, felt her pulse respond. But 
in a moment she shivered and pulled 
away. 

“What’s the matter, 
asked hoarsely. 

“Dean, Dean, that awful noise! You 
rumble, you growl, like an animal!” 


darling?” he 


FOR hours he lay stiff and rigid beside 

her, fighting, fighting. In his mind’s 
eye he saw the white column of her 
throat, saw every vein, every pulse beat. 
He clinched his fists until his nails cut 
into his palms. Jf he could only sink his 
teeth into that soft throat! If he could 
only— He groaned aloud. Again the 


(Continued on page 107) 





CROSS 


There it was again, like a 
trademark, on the back of 
the man who was dead! 
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More ghasily than anything 
else in that house of death | rt pete 
was the murderer’s signa- / Bite Oe ae 
ture — outlined on the " ae 
bodies of his victims 

O ALL appearances the Coos Dirk laughed. “It’s not my idea of 
| Junction station was deserted. Times Square, either. What are we su2- 
Arlene tore her eyes from the tail- posed to do next? Walk, fly, or swim 

light of the train, disappearing in the to your uncle’s place?” 


darkness, and moved into the protective A stooped, twisted figure came out of 

arch of Dirk’s arms. the shadows; a man whose long black 
“I don’t like this place,” she whis- coat came to his ankles. 

pered. “Miss Lane?” he cackled. 
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Dirk answered. “Yes, this is Miss 
Lane. Are you—?” 

The age-worn voice came from a face 
that was wrapped in shadows. 

“T come for you,” it said, “but you’re 
too late. Your Uncle Gregory died six 
o’clock this even’.”. A bony hand came 
out and pointed to a ramshackle Ford 
drawn up at the far end of the platform. 


“You'll be goin’ up I ’spect?” 
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By 
KEN COOPER 


Clinging to Dirk, Arlene followed the 
ancient to the car. He took the bags in 
front. In the back seat Arlene crept into 
Dirk’s arms. One of his arms slid under 
the jacket of her suit and around her 
waist to pull the warm, softness of her 
to him. 

“I’m frightened,” she whispered. 

Dirk tightened his arm, leaning over to 
kiss her quivering lips. “Don’t be silly, 
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darling. You're in the sticks and it’s 
dark.” 

“Six o'clock this evenin’ he died,” the 
driver repeated once he had nosed the 
Ford out of the scraggly village and up 
a long hill. “Quiet like.” 

Arlene felt it was up to her to inquire 
further. “Had he been sick long?” 

“Month or two. Bad heart.” 


HERE was no further conversatton 

until they reached the big stone house 
on Baldwin Knoll. Arlene remembered 
the gray steeples. It had always been a 
punishment when her father, now gone, 
had taken her to vist Uncle Gregory. 
The house was so damp and dark. 

Ske held Dirk’s arm as she mounted 
the steps. The door opened and a tall, 
gaunt-faced man greeted them. 

“Miss Lane, I presume?’ he said 
softly. “I am Eben Pincher, your late 
Uncle Gregory’s lawyer. It is my pain- 
ful duty to inform you of your beloved 
uncte’s demise.” 

Arlene nodded. “Yes, the man who 
met us told me.” 

“Tesser? Ah, yes, he would. A 
trusted servant of your uncle’s Miss 
Lane. Tesser has done much to alleviate 
your unmcle’s suffering.” 

Arlene presented Dirk. The lawyer’s 
thin, lean-fingered hand gripped Dirk's. 
“T am pleased to meet you, Mr. Wilbur.” 

“Is Uncle Gregory’s son here, Mr. 
Pincher?” Arlene queried. 

The lawyer’s face clouded. “Yes, Miss 
Lane. At present he is in his room with 
his wife. Your uncle’s sister, Miss 
Agatha Lane is also here. Unfortunately 
they all arrived after Mr. Lane’s pass- 
ing.” 

Tesser came shuffling through the 
foyer. He mounted the first few steps 
of the curved stairway, then turned. 


“You'll be wantin’ your room,” he 
croaked. 

Arlene shuddered when -she saw his 
face. It was fleshless. Sallow, parch- 
ment skin stretched tight over a skeleton 
of bones. Yellow eyes burned in deep 
sockets. 

“Two rooms, Tesser,” the lawyer 
said. 

The old man licked his thin, blue lips. 

“Two rooms,” he echoed. 

“I presume the funeral is tomorrow,” 
Arlene said. 

Pincher nodded. “Yes, Miss Lane. 
Your uncle requested that it be limited 
to members of his family and Tesser. 
Even I will not be present.” 

“And—and the body?” 

Pincher pointed to a room with drawn 
doors. “In there. You will be allowed 
to look at it.” 


§ bisa moment Tesser was gone, Dirk 

came out of his roam to crass the 
wide carpeted hall to Arlene’s. As he 
stepped into the hallway, the door of the 
room adjacent opened and a blonde girl 
appeared holding a half-filled whiskey 
glass in her hand. 

She was wearing a silk negligee, open 
down the front. Dirk could see her 
mature breasts filling out the cups of a 
net brassiere and the curve of her waist 
under chiffon step-ins. 

She waved the glass aloft. “Drink?” 
Her rounded breasts lifted with her arm. 

Dirk smiled. “No, thanks.” The girl 
unquestionably was endowed with a 
cheap, flashy prettiness. The glimpse of 
white flesh he saw between the top of 
her panties and her brassiere was en- 
ticing and smooth. Her thighs were jong 
and nicely colummed. 

“Jack’s drunk!” she blurted. ‘“Abso- 
lutely stinke! Celebratin’ the million 
bucks his oid man left him!” She lost 
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her balance and would have fallen if 
Dirk hadn’t caught her in his arms. At 
the moment he wondered what Arlene 
would think if she happened to come out 
of her room and see him supporting a 
half-naked blonde. 

The feel ‘of her warm figure against 
him was not unpleasant. The deep val- 
ley between her breasts was perfumed. 
He leaned her back against the wall. 
One strap of her brassiere had slipped 
off her shoulder. Half of an alabaster 
breast peeped out of its cup. 

“AN right now ?” Dirk queried. 

She emptied the glass. “Swell!” 

He crossed the hall and entered Ar- 
lene’s room after knocking softly. She 
had just stepped out of her suit skirt. 
Pink step-ins hugged her curving hips 
and the upper fullness of her thighs. 
The lacy brassiere was really not neces- 
sary. Her breasts, firm and small, were 
their own uplifts. 

Dirk swept her into his arms. He 
kissed her mouth hard, felt her lips part 
under the crushing force of his. Sudden- 
ly she drew away. 

“Have you been using perfume, 
Dirk?” 

He laughed. “No, but your cousin 
Jack’s wife evidently does. I bumped 
into her in the hall. She was two drinks 
short of being blotto and I saved her 
from taking a flop. I suppose some of 
her Eau de Whatchamacallit rubbed off 
on me.” 

Arlene’s eyes widened. “What’s she 
like ?” 

“Blonde and blowzy. Just a bim.” 
Again she was in his arms and their 
mouths joined. Dirk’s hand slid up her 
back and pressed her shoulders until he 
could feel her breasts warm against him. 


Ls esiaoeas Jack Lane nor his wife 
were down for dinner. But Aunt 


Agatha, thin and hawk-noged, was. She 
greeted Arlene coldly and nodded ac- 
knowledgment of Dirk. _ 

Following the silent repast, Pincher 
led the way to the oak-paneled drawing- 
room where Gregory Lane’s body lay. 
The coffin lid was closed and locked. 

“Your Uncle Gregory feared desecra- 
tion of his remains,” Pincher explained. 
“For that reason he will not be buried in 
a public cemetery but in a plot of ground 
directly behind the house. Tesser has the 
key. He will be here shortly.” 

“You mean,” Dirk whispered, “that 
he was afraid someone might steal his 
corpse from a cemetery ?” 

Pincher nodded. “Yes. He had read 
that scientific institutions sometimes reé- 
sort to grave-stealing to secure cadavers. 
An hour before he died he mentioned 
this, adding that his hatred for his sister, 
Miss Agatha Lane, came about because 
of her interest in hospitals.” 

Tesser slipped silently into the room 
and up to the bronze coffin. His bony 
hands trembled as he inserted the key in 
the lid lock. Arlene’s clenched fingers 
dug into Dirk’s arm as the lid came up 
slowly. She looked into the coffin, recog- 
nizing the dead man’s face immediately. 
It was still and waxen, the eyes closed 
and the thin lips set in the same hard, 
compressed line that Arlene remembered. 

Tesser lowered the lid and turned the 
key. He shuffled out just as he had 
come in... soundlessly. 


Ae LANE was waiting for 
them in the foyer. She shook her 
forefinger at Arlene. 

“Don’t expect to get anything out of 
this, young lady!” she snapped. “He 
hated your father as much as he hated 
me. And as for that profligate son of 
his—” 

“I might explain,” Pincher inter- 
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. rupted, “that Gregory Lane refused to 
make out a will. He died intestate.” 

“Yes, and you won’t get a peany of 
his money!” the spimster shouted. “If 
anyone gets it, it will be me, for my 
hospital work. The sins he committed ia 
his lifetime demand that!’ 

Arlene hurried to ker room, Dirk fol- 
lowing. She locked the door and shiv- 
ered in Dirk’s arms. 

“T don’t like this place nor the people 
in it,” she said. “I’m sorry I came. 
Somehow, I have the feeling that terrible 
things are going to happen.” 

Dirk kissed her cheek. “Silly! 
Nothing’s going to happen. A crazy old 
man will be buried and his drunkard son 
will inherit a fortune, that’s all.” 

Arlene’s eyes were terror-bright. “I— 
I wish I felt that way,” she whispered 
fearfully. 

Dirk took her in his arms, pressed her 
lithe warm figure to’ him and crushed 
the red flower of her mouth in a de- 
manding kiss. 

Arlene’s fear gave way to rapture. 
She twined her arms around Dirk’s neck 
as the thrill of his caresses raced through 
ee 


1 WAS close to midnight when Dirk 
left for his own room. He locked 
Arlene’s door from the outside, taking 
the key with him. 

Arlene slipped out of her underthings 
and donned a silk pajama set. Outside a 
high wind was moaning through the tall 
pine trees that surrounded the stone 
maasion, creating sounds that were chill- 
ingly close to the wail of human voices. 
She opened the window fram the top, 
turmed out the lights, and crawled into 
bed. 

The darkness was absolute and, save 
for the moaning of the wind, so was the 
sence. Both conspired to luli her mto 


a slumber that was not complete and yet 
made her deaf to the uncanny plaint of 
the wind. | 

How long she was asleep, she did not 
know. Only that consciousness returned 
suddenly, coming with the ghostly tread 
of feet across the floor of her room. 

She sat bolt upright in bed, trymg 
vainly to pierce the blackness. She held 
her breath, the better to hear. The foot- 
steps had stopped. There was only the 
wind. 

Cold-clammy with nervous perspira- 
tion, Arlene slid down under the covers 
and drew them tight around her. She 
could feel her heart beating beneath the 
soft cushion of her left breast. 

Minutes passed. Convinced that the 
footsteps had sounded in a dream, Ar- 
lene closed her eyes and wooed sleep. 
This time there were no footsteps but a 
hand started at the bottom of the bed and 
moved slowly up her body over the cover. 

Frozen stiff with abysmal fear Arlene 
was unable to cry out or beat off the 
ghostly fingers. She knew this was no 
sleep-drugged impression. The hand was 
passing over her thighs and making its 
way toward her bosom. Now the tips of 
cold, icy fingers touched her throat. 

She screamed, forcing the sound from 
her lips. For a timeless moment a daz- 
aling light flashed on. In its brilliance 
she saw a face. It was the waxen death 
mask of her Uncle Gregory! 

Reason fled. Horror-stricken she beat 
at the visage but her fists struck thin air. 
The light went out and darkness en- 
veloped the gruesome thing. 


CROSS the hall Dirk heard Arlene’s 
cry of terror. He leaped out of bed, 
grabbed the key to her room, and 
wrenched her door open. His hand slid 
along the wall and found the light switch. 


CROSS OF BLOOD 


Arlene was sitting up, her face an 
appalling expression of inhuman fright. 
One hand clutched the white breast over 
her heart, fingers buried in tke lush soft- 
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ness. The other was tensed at her throat. 

“Dirk!” she moaned tremulously. 
“Oh, God!” 

He dropped to the bed beside her and 
took her quivering body into his arms. 
For long moments he held her close, lips 
pressed to her smooth shoulder. | 

“What was it, darling?’ he whis- 
pered. 

A shudder ran through her. 

‘“I—I guess I had a nightmare,” she 
panted. 

A noise at the door brought Dirk 
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around. Staring at them from red- 
rimmed eyes was a young man Who 
might have been good-looking if disstpa- 
tion had not left its violet bags under 
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his eyes and loosened the flesh of his 
jowls. 

“What's up?” he queried. “I’m Jack 
Lane.” His eyes licked Arlene’s upper 
figure, concentrating on the breasts that 
were half out of her pajama top. “I 
guess you're Arlene.” 

Dirk walked to the door. “I’m Dirk 
Wilbur, Arlene’s fiance,” he said. “Noth- 
ing’s happened.’ Through the open door 
he could see Jack Lane’s blonde wife 
sprawled on the bed in her room. She 
was almost naked. 
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“Okay, pal.” With ene final glance 
at the eousin he hadn’t seen in years, 
Jacek Lane turned and walked back 
across the hall 

Dirk returned to the bed. “Do you 
want me to stay with you, darling ?” 

Arlene tock hold of herself. “No, it 
won't be necessary. I'll fall asleep now. 
Geed night.” 

Dirk kissed her passionately, turned. 
out the light and closed the door, locking 
it again from the outside, 

For what seemed to be hours Arlene 
lay awake in the darkness wondering 
whether it had ali been a trick of her 
imagination, Finally, from sheer nerv- 
ous exhaustion she dozed off. 


RK and Arlene were the only ones 

at the breakfast table the foowing 
moming. As they finished their coffee, 
Pimcher, the lawyer, came in. 

“Good morning,” he greeted. “Isn’t 
Minas Agatha up? She's usually an early 
riser. The interment is scheduled for 
eleven.” 

At 10:30 Jack Lane and his wife came 
down, The blonde, aided and abetted 
by a quantity of rouge, powder, and eye- 
brow pencil, did not show the effects of 
the night's driaking bout as clearly as 
her husband. 

Pincher attended to introductions. 
Fritzi Lane’s hot black eyes danced as 
she offered her hand to Dirk. There was 
a marked increase in the rate of her 
beeathing. Her breasts, beneath a tight 
sitk bodice, swelled. 

At the same time Jack Lane was ab- 
normally attentive to Ariene. “Why 
didin’t the old man ever teli me I had 
such a pretty cousin ?” 

Arlene flushed. Pincher came to her 
rescue, “It's getting late,” he said, “and 
Miss Agatha isn’t down yet I wonder 
what can be keeping her ?” 


Jack Lane snickered. “Maybe she died 
of heart failure thinking of all the 
dough she might have got!” 

The lawyer's face clouded. He stalked 
out of the room in search of TeéSser. 
They both ascended the stairway. A 
moment later Pincher’s horrified cry 
echoed through the house. 

Dirk took the steps three at a time. 
Arlene followed, and behind her came 
Jack Lane and Fritzi. Pincher was 
standing in the doorway of Agatha 
Lane’s room. His face was drained of 
color. 

“She’s dead!” he gasped, pointing to 
the bed. “Murdered!” 

Dirk stepped into the room. Agatha 
Lane was stretched nude on the bed. The 
hilt of 2 common kitchen knife pro- 
truded from a spot below her flaccid left 
breast. But what was more ghastly than 
anything else was the huge cross of 
blood the mmrderer had drawn on her 
body. The upright ran between her 
breasts down onto her stomach. The 
cross-piece was just below her pendant 
breasts. 

Arlene screamed whea she saw the 
body. Fritzi Lane turned away, sick. 
Jack Lane swore in amazement. 

“We'll have to notify the police,” 
Pincher said. His voice trembled. 

Only Tesser’s aged face was without 
sign of emotion. He tooked at the 
wasted corpse on the bed, his lips tight 
shut and his eyes cold. 


T 11:30, with two burly detectives 
looking on, Gregory Lane’s remains 
were lowered into the grave he had 
casised to be butlt behind his living abode. 
Before the bronze casket went down, 
Tesser made certain the lid was locked. 
Tears flowed from his yellow eyes and 
trickled down his wrinkled cheeks. Dict 
plunked on the coffin top. 
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The funeral party went back to the 
house. For three hours the members 
were questioned and _finger-printed. 
There were distinguishable prints on the 
handle of the murder knife, but they 
failed to match those of anyone who had 
been in the house when the blow was 
struck. 

The police inspector growled. “You 
said her door was open when you got 
up there. Do you think an old maid like 
her would leave her door unlocked all 
night ?” 

‘But the key was still in the lock, on 
the inside of the door, inspector,” Pin- 
cher insisted. 

Later, in the privacy of her room, Ar- 
lene licked her lips. Her breath quick- 
ened, agitating her soft breasts. “You'll 
think I’m awfully silly, Dirk,” she mur- 
mured. “That’s why I didn’t tell you 
what happened ldst night. It wasn’t a 
dream at all that made me cry out. Some- 
one was in my room, Dirk!” Hysteria 
crept into her voice. “I—-I saw a man’s 
face! It—it was the dead face of Uncle 
Gregory!” 

“Arlenef’? Dirk’s 
around her. 

“T’m certain of it, Dirk! First I felt 
a hand moving up my body. Then a light 
flashed on. For a moment I saw his face, 
all white and sallow. Then it vanished.” 

“Arlene, honey!” His lips nuzzled 
into her throat. “I’m going to stay right 
here all night!” 

There was a knock at the door. It 
was Jack Lane. He had started drinking 
already. 

“His Nibs, the inspector, wants to see 
you, Wilbur, at once and alone.” 

Dirk looked at Arlene. “I'll be right 
up, dear,” he said. 

He closed the door behind him. Jack 
Lane started for his own bedroom, but 


arms tightened 


the moment Dirk had gone down the 
Stairs, he was back at Arlene’s door, 
opening it and slipping into the room. 


RLENE, standing in front of the 
dresser mirror, caught his reflection 
in the glass. She wheeled, bracing her- 
self against the piece of furniture. Her 
body was rigid, each curve of it outlined 
beneath a silk dress. Even the deep cleft 
between her lovely breasts was visible. 

“What do you want ?” she gasped. 

Lane moved forward slowly. Hot 
lights danced in his eyes. He rubbed his 
moist hands together. “Just a social 
call,” he said. “I’m not going to eat 
y ou.” 

Arlene’s legs felt weak. Instinctively, 
she knew why he was in her room, com- 
ing toward her. “You'd better get out,” 
she said. “If Dirk comes back—” 

His weak, sensual lips twisted in a 
smile. “The boy friend won’t be back for 
some time, honey. How about giving 
your cousin a kiss?” 

He lunged forward, pinned her against 
the dresser. One arm snaked around her 
waist and his free hand went toward the 
swelling hill of a breast. His writhing 
lips on her mouth made it impossible for 
her to cry out. Arlene felt the top of her 
dress being ripped. She beat her fists 
against Lane’s shoulders, but the blows 
were ineffectual. 

Somehow she tore her mouth free but, 
before she could scream, Jack Lane’s 
hard fist uppercutted to, her jaw. Her 
head snapped back and she slumped. 

Panting; Lane lifted Arlene in his 
arms and carried her to the bed. He 
locked the door and turned out the light. 

He returned and ran his eyes. over ‘the 
girl’s curved body, avidly devouring 
its alabaster beauty. Then he half lifted 
her with shaking hands; while seeking 
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lips left a trail of fire from her mouth. 


to.the hollow of her throat. 

Blood was trickling from 2 cut in her 
lip, but Lane ignored it. He dropped 
beside her, caressing her feverishly with 
his lips, 

Silently, like a.wraith from the nether 
work, a shadew crossed the floor of the 
reom. For a moment it hung over the 
bed, a shapeless thing of darkness, 
shrouded in the pitch that spawned it. 
Then it struck. 


IRK WILBUR ascended the stairs 
following his conference with the 
police inspector. The official readily ad- 
mitted his inability to solve the mystery 
of Agatha Lane’s murder. 

_ Dirk approached Arlene's door. He 
kmocked and reached for the knob. The 
door was locked. He knocked again. No 
answer. 

“Arlene! he called. “Arlene!” 

“How about me, handsome?” a voice 
from across the hall called. “Won't I 
do?” 

Dirk turned. Fritzi Lane was posing 
in the doorway of her room, one hand 
on the curve of a hip, her round breasts 
half visible through the diaphanous folds 
of her negligee. There was invitation in 
jn the very fangour of her body. 

Dirk pounded on the door. “Arlene!” 
he cried, fear creeping imto his voice. 
“Arlene! Answer me!” 

Heavy feet thundered on the stairs. 
Fhe police inspector had heard Dirk 

shouting. 

“What's up?” 

Dirk’s face was deathly pale. “I—I 
can’t get any response from Miss Lane!” 
he panted. “The—the door’s locked !” 

Tagether they crashed in the heavy 
oak. Dirk switched om the room light. 
Horror erept mto his eyes. Ariane was 


stretched out on the bed, cold and still. 


On the floor, with the wooden handle of 
a kitchen knife protruding from his 
back, was Jack Lane. His shirt had been 
stripped off. A cross of blood, the width 
of his shoukler blades and the length of 
his spine stained his white skin. 

Dirk rushed to the bed. “Arlene!’’ he 
screamed, thrilling when he found het 
body warm to his touch. His fervent 
kisses helped to bring her back to con- 
sciousness, but she immediately lapsec 
into hysteria, crying and clinging to Dirk 
as though the horrors of hell were tor 
menting her. 

Added to this was Fritzi Lane’s bitter 
wailing. She had come from across the 
hall to see her husband lying in a pool 
of his own gore, the dread cross of blood 
on his back. 

The inspector caught her before she 
threw herself on the body. 


HERE was no sleep that night for 

Dirk. He sat at Arlene’s bedside 
watching her like a hawk. The doctor 
who had called had administered an 
opiate to quiet her jangled nerves. Dawn 
finally came and with it Arlene awoke. 
In a whispering voice she told Dirk what 
had happened. In turn, he informed her 
of the murder of Jack Lane. 

She quivered against him. “Dirk! 
Take me away from here! I can’t stand 
it another moment. Fither of us might 
be next!” 

He soothed her with gentle caresses, 
kissing the livid bruise on her chin—an 
ugly reminder of Jack Lane’s bestiality. 
Unspoken were the dread. thoughts that 
passed through his mind. Thus far, two 
of the people who might have shared in 
Gregory Lane’s fortune were dead! 
There were only two more—Agiene and 
Fritzi Lane. | 

But, if the ghostly killer; who passed 
through locked doors and left only a 
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cross of blood as his sanguinary trade 
mark, wished to wipe out all the heirs 
why had he not murdered Arlene at the 
same time as Gregory Lane’s son and 
heir ¢ 

Who could it be—this phantom of 
death? Tesser? The lawyer, Pincher? 
What motive could either of them have? 

At nine the police inspector knocked 
at the bedroom deor. Dirk admitted him. 
Dirk’s eyes were balis of fire in his head. 
He passed a hand over his worn, tired 
face. 

“This ig giving me the creeps,” he 
said. “There were prints on the knife 







that killed young Lane but they don’t 
maich anybody’s in the house. At-first I 
thought his wife might have finished him 
because he tried to cheat on her,’ but 
what about the prints?” t 

Dirk recounted Arlene’s experience. 
“The door was open when he struck ov 
and I lost consciousness,” she added. 
“Anybody might have come in.” | 

“Tesser,” Dirk suggested. 

The inspector shook his head. “Na 
soap there. I was talking to him when 
I heard you shout up here. Had been 
for a half hour.” He threw up his hands. 
“It’s over my head. Pincher is down- 


In the sudden brilliance she 
eould make out her 
uncle’s features! 
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stairs now, yelling his fool head off. He 
demands that we find the killer. I’ve 
got half a mind to ask him for his 
prints.” 

“Not a bad idea at all,” Dirk agreed. 


we the official had gone, Arlene 
spoke about getting up. 

“Nothing doing, young lady,” Dirk 
said. “You're staying here. I'll go down 
and get you breakfast.” He hugged her 
to him and kissed her warm lips. 

As Dirk passed Fritzi Lane’s door on 
his way through the hall, it opened. The 
blonde had recovered quickly from her 
initial hysteria. She was dry-eyed and 
calm. 

“Hello,” she greeted. 

Dirk stopped. “I’m sorry about what 
happened,” he said. 

Her swollen lips twisted in a wry 
smile. “He wasn’t any bargain. It just 
leaves me free to go Idoking.” Her hand 
slid down to her hip. She was wearing 
a brassiere but no silken cups could re- 
strain the pushing white mounds. 

Dirk made as though to pass on, but 
her hand dropped on his arm, restrain- 
ing him. 

“Could I see you for a minute?” she 
whispered, urging him into the room. 

Before he knew it the door was closed 
behind him and Fritzi Lane’s hands were 
creeping over his shoulders. 

“Listen,” she panted. “With Jack and 
the old lady out of the way, I’m in fora 
big slice of dough. What do you say you 
and I skip, huh? We could hit it off 
swell together, handsome.” 

Dirk felt her breasts against his chest, 
and it made him sick at the pit of his 
stomach to think that she could throw 
herself at him like this with her dead 
husband hardly cold. 

He broke away, but not before her 


hot, red mouth crushed his lips. Her 
eyes flashed angrily. . 

“Not good enough for you, am I? 
she snapped. “All right, big shot.” Her 
hand went to the catches of her negligee. 
“Take a good look at me and then go 
back to your skinny dame!” 

Dirk backed to the door. Despite his 
revulsion he could not help admitting to 
himself that Fritzi Lane’s figure was a 
voluptuary’s idea of perfection. She was 
big and Amazonian, but the generous 
sweep of her hips and the swollen full- 
ness of her breasts were all in propor- 
tion. 


| ee THE drawing-room the police in- 

spector was conversing with Pincher. 
Dirk acknowledged the lawyer’s sombre 
greeting. 

“I trust Miss Lane is feeling better,” 
he said. 

Dirk nodded, suspicious of the lean, 
gaunt barrister. “Yes, she is.” 

“This horrible visitation of death,” 
Pincher mumbled. “It—it’s uncanny.” 

“Nothing uncanny about the finger- 
prints on a knife handle,” the inspector 
blurted. “I wonder, if just for the sake 
of the records, Pincher, you’d give us 
your prints?” 

The lawyer paled. 
course.” 

Dirk and the official exchanged a 
significant glance. 

“T have the print apparatus here,” the 
inspector said. 

The lawyer rose. “Certainly. Wait a 
moment until I wash my hands.” He 
passed out of the room and mounted the 
steps to the second floor bathroom. 

Dirk went in search of Tesser to re- 
quest breakfast for Arlene. He was 
about to step into the kitchen when a 
high-pitched scream rang through the 
house. 


“Er—why—ef 
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Wheeling, he raced for the stairway, 
meeting the inspector coming out of the 
drawing-room. They reached the second 
floor landing together. Pincher was 
standing in the hallway, a quavering 
finger pointing to Fritai Lane’s room. 

“tt—it came from there!” he gasped. 

Dirk hit the door with his shoulder. 
It flew opem. The sight that met his eyes 
stepped him dead in his tracks. The big 
blonde was stretched across the foot of 


the bed, her body stripped of its negligee, ' 


her brassiere torn off. The handle of 2 
kitchen knife stuck out of the left breast. 
“The cross of blood!’ Dirk cried. 

There, as it had been on the two other 
bodies, was the macabre cross of blood, 
the upright running through the valley of 
Fritzi Lane’s breasts and the cross-piece 
directly under them. 

One of the twe windows in the room 
was apen. Otherwise nothing had been 
disturbed. 

“Qutside!” the inspector shouted. 
“The killer escaped through the win- 
dow !” 


E raced downstairs with Pincher at 

his heels, Dirk ran across the hall 

to Arlene’s room. She met him at the 
door. ; 

“I heard a scream, Dirk!” she panted. 
“What was it?” 

His hands gripped her arms. “Fritzi 
Lane was murdered!” 

A moan escaped Arlene’s lips. Her 
eyes rolied up and she fainted. 

Dirk carried her to the bed. He 
turned to go for water but a figure in 
the doorway stopped him dead in his 
tracks. Tt was Tesser, gun in hand. He 
shambled into the room and closed the 
door. His lips were twisted in a demo- 
ntacal leer. 

“Tf he won’t do it, I will!” he croaked. 
“She ain’t no better than the rest!” 


Dirk paled before the mad glint in 
the ancient’s yellow eyes. 

“Don’t shoot!” he gasped. “You're in- 
sane!” 

Tesser’s laugh was ghastly and mock- 
ing. “He did away with the other three, 
why couldn’t he do away with her? She 
ain’t no better. They’re all after his 
money! All of them!” 

He raised the gun and pointed it at 
Arlene. Dirk lunged, but, before he was 
off his feet, he heard the thunder of a 
shot. Horror gripped him. He spun, 
expecting to see a bloody hole in 
Arlene’s breast, but her body was un- 
marked. Instead, Tesser threw up his 
hands and slumped to the floor. Blood 
poured from a black cavern between 
his eyes. 

The creaking of hinges caught Dirk’s 
attention. He saw the closet door clos- 
ing slowly. He leaped for the knob and 
tore the door open. The wal at the far 
end of the closet was sliding shut. 

Without thinking, Dirk squeezed into 
the darkness behind the moving wall. 
Fis outstretched hands touched a human | 
arm, then lost it. Feet pounded in the 
pitch black of what seemed to be a tun- 
nel, the flooring of which was on a 
gradual downward incline. 

Certain that the solution of the mys- 
tery was at hand, Dirk followed the 
sound of the footsteps. Ahead of him 
he could see a faint, flickering light and 
in its radiance a human shadow. Before 
he reached it the booming echo of a gun 
shot sounded in the underground grotto, 
echoing along the tunnel. 


IRK stumbled forward, In a wood- 
en-walled crypt, lighted by a single 
yellow electric bulb he saw the crumpled 
hedy of a man on the foor. The body 


(Continued on page 118) 


The Eel agrees to recover the Chinese box—and 
reaps the harvest of foolhardiness when he 
scorns the girl’s warning, refuses to 


believe in the curse of blood 
and passion 
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W sine I found Jake the Miser 
W sine dead on the living-room 
floor in his very cheap apart- 
| ey my thoughts wandered immedi- 
ately back to the demise of Tony Galleon. 
Tony had gone to hell several hours pre- 
vious to this, and I figured they would 
have a great deal to say to each other 
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concerning the Chinese box, if ever it 
happened they should meet. 

So I gazed down upon the unlovely 
corpse of Jake the Miser and spoke as 
follows: “Jake,” I said, “I have en- 
countered strange cases during my most 
interesting career, but this is assuredly 
one of the strangest I have ever been 











pushed into. Do not be surprised,” I 
said, “if before many hours have passed, 
I come walking in on you.” 

It was indeed a most curious case. 


Gey anal days ago a group of emi- 
nent Chinese gentlemen, having ac- 
quainted themselves of the fact that I 


was then a resident of the city of Boston, 
Massachusetts, had summoned me to a 
place in Boston’s Chinatown and hired 
me to retrieve, if possible, a certain small 
box which had been stolen from them 


BEYOND 


along with other items of assorted values. 

“This -box,” said one of the Chinese 
gentlemen, “is quite ordinary to look 
upon, being small enough to fit into a 
man’s pocket. It is very old and is made 
of teakwood and jade. It is a most 
unusual box, however, and may, if it 
falls into the wrong hands, become a 
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force of great evil. You must locate it 
for us, Mr, Eel, before disaster sweeps 
the city.” 

Now I am known as The Eel, and 
while I am not greatly liked by the po- 
lice throughout this and other countries, 
I have been successful at times in per- 
forming tasks such as the one suggested 
by these eminent Chinese gentlemen. 

In practically no time at all I had 
learned that the box in question was in 
the possession of one Tony Galleon, who 
lived in the North End. Knowing Tony 
Galleon to be a small-time thief of minor 
consequence, I went to his place of resi- 
dence and found him sitting there, very 
dead, with bullet holes in his chest and 
mueh blood spattered around his per- 
son, 

Tony, when I walked in upon him, 
had been dead about an hour, and his 
good-looking wife was still very sad 
about it. “The only thing I know,” she 
told me, “is that Jake the Miser has 
been coming here to look at a small 
wooden box, and this box is now miss- 
ing.” 

“T will pay Jake the Miser a visit,” I 
informed her. “Unless he has changed 
his place of residence, he lives in a cheap 
little apartment on Curtin Street.” 

So I went to Jake the Miser’s apart- 
ment on Curtin Street and rang the bell 
and got no answer. This being several 
hours after midnight, I figured Jake 
would most probably be out drinking 
somewhere, so, with intentions of look- 
ing his place over, I ascended the fire 
escape and let myself in through a win- 
dow. And, to my surprise, Jake the 
Miser was lying there, with his throat 
cut, upon the living-room floor. 

“Evidently,” I muttered, “this Chinese 
box is a dangerous thing to fool around 
with,” 

Now it seemed to me, the more I 


looked down upon Jake the Miser’s 
corpse, that this was a case of suicide, 
not murder. The knife which had sliced 
Jake’s throat was clenched tightly in his 
right hand, and the fingers of his left 
hand were clenched hard in the front 
of his shirt, which was messy with blood. 
There was an expression on Jake’s 
pudgy face which seemed to indicate a 
violent case of insanity. 

“This is indeed queer,’ I thought. 
“Evidently Jake the Miser went sud- 
denly goofy and killed himself. Perhaps 
I had better help myself to a look 
around.” 

I have said before that this room Jake 
the Miser was lying dead in was the 
living-room. Finding nothing of impor- 
tance in it, I went quietly into the ad- 
joining room, which appeared to be a 
sort of small dining-room. And in a 
closet in this room, I came upon a 
woman. 


no ee was a young woman, with an 
abundance of reddish brown hair and 
a face which under ordinary circum- 
stances might have been rather attrac- 
tive. The fact that she was quite naked 
did not impress me. Ordinarily, of 
course, the sight of a young woman with 
no clothes on would stir the corpuscles 
in my blood, but I do not react that way 
toward women who are dead—and this- 
one had been dead quite some time. 

I examined her closely, because her 
legs appeared’ to he tied together, and 
her arms, which were stretched above 
her head, seemed to be bound to an iron 
hook which hung from the ceiling. In 
fact, certain red welts on the girl’s ma- 
ture breasts, and certain ugly wounds 
in her thighs and abdomen, indicated 
beyond doubt that she had been tortured. 

Feeling very incensed about this, and 
blaming Jake the Miser for it, I closed 


SHE FROM BEYOND 45 





the cleset door and walked into the bed- 
roona. 

“Weil,” I said, stopping abruptly on 
the threshold, “this is becoming inter- 
esting !” 


inc I was well aware that Jake the 

Miser had never at any time taken 
unto himself a wife; therefore the pres- 
ence of the dead woman in the closet 
had caused certain dark questions to 
form in my bewildered brain. Now, 
finding myself gazing with large eyes at 
another woman, and this one lying very 
nicely upon Jake the Miser’s bed, I was 
practically stunned by the amazement 
that swept over me. 

The woman was dark and slender and 
appeared to be sleeping. She was lying 
upon the bed, however—not in it—and 
I was able to see a great deal of her 
loveliness. The pajamas she wore were 
filmy things of yellow silk, sleek and 
close-fitting at the thighs and very re- 
laxed about her breasts, where she had 
not troubled herself to more than half 
button them. 

This creature lay there upon Jake the 
Miser’s bed with her head thrown back, 
which exposed the snowy curve of her 
throat, and with one arm dangling and 
one leg bent fangtidly at the knee, which 
reyeajed other curves throughout her 
glamorous body and caused me to stare 
very hard indeed. 

The girl seemed to be very much at 
home here, and, after peermg at her 
for a while, I thought to myself: “Per- 
haps ske can tell me something about the 
Chinese box I am seeking.” So I paced 
forward and sat down beside her, and, 
with gentle manipulations of my hands 
on her face, aroused her from sleep. 

She looked up at me. She blinked her 
eyes and frowned and then said: “Who 
the hell fet you in?” 


Now this startled me, for I am at ail 
times a gentleman. Nonplused for a 
moment, and expecting to be savagely 
reprimanded for my actions, { allowed 
my right hand to linger lightly upon the 
dimpled roundness of her left knee, 
while I spoke as follows: | 

“{ came here,” { said, “to obtain a 
certain Chinese box which is in the pas- 
session of Jake the Miser. Instead of 
finding the box, I find Jake the Miser 
very dead and I disoower you sleeping 
here upon his bed.” 

She did not make a fasss about this. 
Gazing at me intently, she said: “So, 
Jake is dead, is he? Who sailed hun?” 

“I would say he killed himself.” 

“T wouldn’t be surprised if he did,” 
she said. “For a long time he acted kind 
of crazy. Where is he?” 

“In the next room.” 

“Well,” she said, “don’t think J want 
to go look at him, because I don’t. Did 
you cali the cops?” 

“No,” I said, “1 did not.” 

“Then there’s no hurry, and maybe 
we can talk business. You’re lookin’ for 
that Chinese box, huh ?” 

Now I was well aware, even in such 
a short time, that this girl had been 
around and about quite a bit and would 
not be easy to handle. However, I not- 
iced also that she had not ordered me to 
remove my hand from her knee, and as 
a matter of fact she seemed to be enjoy- 
ing the gentle pressure of my fingers. 

The soft skin beneath my hand was 
quite cool. But her besom, which had 
been dormant a moment ago, had begun 
to pulsate in a most promising manner. 


So I said to this warm-blooded girl: 
“Lasten, pal. Why be in such a hurry 
to talk business? We are all alone here 
and we have pleaty of ume.” This, I 
thought, would give me time to meke 
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friends with the lady, and my task would 
ultimately be that much easier. 

She was a very emotional young 
woman. After staring at me for a mo- 
ment, as if trying to read my secret 
thoughts, she smiled enticingly and 
coiled her bare arms about my neck m 
a most loving manner. When she did 
this, the abbreviated jacket of her silken 
pajamas slid on her shoulders where 
she had forgotten to button it, revealing 
very much more than was good for my 
nerves to see. 

“Who are you, anyway?” she whis- 
pered. 

“The name,” I said, “is John Smith.” 
And we both found that very amusing. 


OW I do not claim to be a second 

Don Juan, and I do not have any 
specific formulae for love-making. 
Usually when I am that close to a good- 
looking woman, the blood in my veins 
rushes about in a most alarming man- 
ner and I surrender gladly to the delect- 
able joys of the moment. This delight- 
ful interlude was no exception. 

The lady’s lips were hot and moist 
against my own, and her agitated breath 
stirred my blood almost to boiling. 
Pressing both hands against the warm 
hollow of her back, I crushed her close 
to me until she complained, between 
gasps, that her tender flesh was being 
bruised. And then.... 

But there are certain subjects upon 
which a gentleman should not elaborate, 
and I am at all times a gentleman. 
Enough to say, that when I finally de- 
tached myself from the young lady’s 
ardent embrace, she seemed quite will- 
ing to talk about the Chinese box. 

“Jake got it,” she said, “from Tony 
Galleon. Where Tony got it in the first 
place I don’t know, but there’s some- 
thin’ queer about it. For a long time, 


Jake and Tony tried to discover its 
secret; then one night they got into a 
fight over it, and Jake committed mur- 
ger” 

“He brought the box back here?” I 
asked. 


“Yeah, it’s here now.” 
“And did he—discover its secret?” 


She gazed at me in a manner that was 
queer indeed. “When Jake brought the 
box back here after murderin’ Tony 
Galleon,” she said, “he spent about two 
hours lookin’ at it. Then he handed nie 
the box and told me to get rid of it. He 
sounded kind of funny. He looked at 
me like he wanted to do atrocious things 
to me. In fact, he dragged me into the 
room here and tore at my clothes, and 
then all of a sudden he seemed to get 
a grip on himself. ‘If you know what’s 
good for you,’ he said, ‘you’ll get out of 
here and stay out!” 

“So you left him?” 

“T hung around outside,” she said, 
“and watched the joint. I seen Jake 
come out. About an hour later he came 
back with a girl. Well, I stood it as long 
as I could; then I walked in here, ex- 
pectin’ to find him with the girl. 
stead, I found Jake sprawled out on the 
couch in the livin’-room, talkin’ to him- 
self like he was drunk. I guess he 
sneaked the girl out the back way. Any- 
way, I told him what J thought of him: 
then I marched into the bedroom here 


and sprawled out on the bed. When ! 
woke up, you were here.” 


Tt 
i> 


I said: “So you think he sneaked the 
girl out the back way, do you?” I was 
thinking of the female corpse in the din- 
ing-room cluset, and I was thinking also 
that the Chinese box must be a very 
strange box indeed to make Jake the 
Miser do such things. “Well,” I said 
finally, ‘“‘where is the box now?” 
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“So you have discovered 
the secret,” she said. “You 
were warned; you per- 
sisted: now it is too late!” 
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“What do you want it for?’ she 
demanded. 

“It is stolen property,” I said. 
“Eventually I shall return it to the own- 
ers.” 

She got up and adjusted the yellow 
sik pajamas which during the past hour 
or so had become greatly disarranged. 
From the bottom drawer of a bureau 
which stood in one corner of the room, 
she took a small wooden box and handed 
it to me. “To me,” she said, “tt looks 
like nothing at all.” 


fh me, this box was an object of great 

interest, and I studied it intently. 
Square in construction, it was fashioned 
of teakwood both inside and out, except 
that two Chinese symbols of jade were 
imbedded neatly in the cover. I stared 
at these symbols for quite some time, 
then opened the box and discovered it 
to be empty. 

“Listen, big boy,” said my companion 
shrewdly. “What do I get ont of this?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Oh, yeah?” 

“After what happened te Tony Gal- 
leon and Jake the Miser,” I declared, 
“you should be very glad to be rid of 
this. You should thank me for taking 
it away with me.” 

This caused her to be very angry, and 
she attempted to snatch the box away 
fsom me. Being a gentleman at all times, 
I contented nryself with pushing her 
lightly in the stomach, and then, while 
she was floundering upon the floor and 
cursing me, I closed the door behind me 
and went out of there. 


AN hour later, in the privacy of my 
~ own little apartment on Queensboro 
Street in the Back Bay, I placed the 
Chinese box on a table and sat down to 
make a thorough examination of it. 
“Perhaps,” I thought, “there is some- 


thing very valuable about this contri- 
vance. If that is the case, I would be 
indeed an idiot to return it to those 
emiment Chmese gentlemen withont 
first demanding sufficient remuneration 
or my efforts m their behalf.” 

The watch on my wrist said four A.M. 
when I began work. At six A.M. per- 
spiration had begun to ooze most un- 
comfortably from my forehead, and my 
fingers were stiff mdeed. With a smal! 
screw-driver I had removed the two 
tiny hinges which controlled the open- 
ing and clostng of the teakwood cover. 
Time and again I had tmspected the box 
from every conceivable angle. Only by 
taking it apart, I decided now, could I 
discover the seeret, if indeed it pos- 
sessed atty secret to be discovered. 

} poured myself a glass of whiskey, 
straight. I stared at the box and cursed 
#. Then ¥ was aware that someone in 
the bobby of the apartment house, three 
flights down, was industriously ringing 
my doorbell. 

A visitor, at sdx o’clock in the morn- 
mg? 

I mumbled into the tube, heard a 
woman’s vwoice speaking my name in 
answer. When I opened my apartment 
door a few moments later, a well-dressed 
youmg wornan stood facing mre. 

“Who are you?” I asked unpleasant- 


“Tt am Natda,” she answered. 

Now there was something very queer 
about this young woman. For the life 
of me F could not be sure what was 
strange about her, and yet I was vaguely 
afraid of her. Agamst my better judg- 
ment I permitted her to enter my apart- 
ment, and for a long while I continued 
to stare at her. 

I have said that she was young. After 
a while I was not so sure of that. While 
her features were young and amazingly 
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attractive, her eyes seemed to contain a 
sadness which was old indeed. 

“You wish to see me?” I said. 

“You are The Eel,” she murmured, 
“and you are in grave danger. I have 
come to warn you.” 

Now I noticed that she kept looking 
at the little box which IJ had left there 
on the table. Presently she paced for- 
ward to the table and took this box in 
her hands. ‘You must destroy this,” she 
said. 

“Why ?” 

She put the box down and stared at 
me for quite some time. Then she sat 
down and allowed her coat, which was 
a very expensive coat but somewhat 
shabby, to fall back from her shoulders. 
To my amazement, I saw that this 
strange creature was wearing practically 
nothing at all beneath the coat. In fact, 
the only accoutrements that adorned her 
ivory-white body were breastplates and 
a metal girdle! 

“TI am Naida,” she said again. “Per- 
haps some day you will know what that 
means.” Then she said: “Years ago, in 
the time of Hung-Wu, a young prince 
of royal blood became the bridegroom 
of a woman whose name we will not 
mention. He did not love her as she 
wished to be loved. She was beautiful 
and passionate ; he was cold toward her. 

“Unknown to him,” said this strange 
creature sitfing before me, “the woman 
fed him drugs, and these drugs were 
very powerful, designed to stimulate his 


desires. But the gods frowned upon suc 


mockery. The young prince became mad 
with eagerness. He seized the woman 
and tortured her, and destroyed her in 
his passion. Then he made the box 
which is now in your possession. With 
the blood of his bride he seasoned the 
wood, and from a jade pendant which 
hung about her throat fashioned the 


symbols which he set in the teakwood 
cover. 

“Those symbols represent his name 
and hers. The box is cursed. Down 
through the years, through the centuries, 
it has brought death and suicide and 
horror to those who discovered its dread 
secret. I warn you—destroy it before tt 
destroys you!” 


INC all this sounded very strange 

and mysterious, but I am a skep- 
tical person and naturally I was thinking 
as follows: “This woman,” I was think- 
ing, ‘is indeed crazy. The best thing I 
can do is humor her and get her out of 
here.” 

So I said to her: “If you think it is 
dangerous for me to keep the box, I 
will destroy it. As a matter of fact,” I 
said, “I have been unable to discover 
anything secret about it, and I am sick 
of messing around with it.” 

“Others,” she said sadly, “have dis- 
covered its secret and paid frightfully 
for their curiosity.” 

I thought of Tony Galleon and Jake 
the Miser and the female corpse in Jake 
the Miser’s closet. “Yes,” I said, “I can 
understand that.” 

“You will destroy the box?’ 

“Yes,” I said, glancing indifferently at 
the box. 

Now a very curious thing happened, 
for when I stopped looking at the box 
and turned again to peer at my strange 
guest, the chai she had been sitting in 
was empty! I gaped at the empty chair 
and said aloud: ‘Well, for God’s sake!” 
And then I thought angrily: “What the 
hell is this, anyway? Am I crazy, or was 
she crazy, or 1s the whole thing an elab- 
orate trick of some sort which is being 
played upon me?” 

I gaped at the chair for quite some 
time, and then, thinking that the woman 
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who called herself Naida might perhaps 
have hurried out of the room while I 
was staring at the box, I stood up and 
made a tour of the apartment. To my 
absolute knowledge, there had been no 
sound of any door opening or closing ; 
therefore this Naida person could not 
have departed from my abode. 

The apartment, however, was empty, 
and eventually I returned in great dis- 
gust to the living-room, where I took the 
mysterious box in my hands and spoke 
as follows: “This thing,” I said, “is drtv- 
ing me nuts. If I don’t get rid of it, 
I will be cutting my throat the way Jake 
the Miser did.” 

But when I went out of the apartment 
a little while later, I did not take the box 
with me. A plan for making much 
money was revolving inside my mind, 
and I took a cab to Tyler Street, in 
Boston’s Chinatown, and entered a place 
known as the Blue Lantern Restaurant, 
which is a Chinese place run by China- 
men. 

Here I spoke as follows to the waiter 
who came to take my order. “Go to Mr. 
Leo Wong, the manager,” I said, “and 
tell him The Eel wishes to talk with 
him.” 

And in less than no time at all, Mr. 
Leo Wong was sitting across the table 
from me, in the privacy of a booth which 
had dark green curtains over the en- 
trance. 

“Not long ago, Mr. Wong,” I said. 
“you and other Chinese gentlemen hired 
me to obtain a certain teakwood box. 
I am interested now in learning how 
much this box is worth to you.” 


R. LEG WONG was a most astute 
Chinaman. After asking many 
questions and making sure that the box 
was actually in my possession, he ex- 
cused himself and went to a telephone, 


where he conversed with some of his 
colleagues. Returning, he blinked his 
almond-shaped eyes at me and said soft- 
ly: “We will pay one thousand dollars.” 

“That is not enough,” I said. 

“That is all we will pay.” 

“Very well,” I said, shrugging my 
shoulders. “If you wish to do business 
with me, you know where to find me.” 

“You have discovered the secret of 
the box?” Mr. Wong asked softly. 

“No,” I said, “I have not.” 

“Then for your sake,” said Mr. Wong, 
“I hepe you do not. Good day, my 
friend.” 


So, being very tired of this whole 
business, I returned to the peace and 
quiet of my apartment and stretched out 
on the bed for a few hours of much 
needed sleep. And I did not awake until 
the telephone rang about eight o’clock 
that evening. In fact I was not fully 
awake when I answered the telephone. 

“Well,” I said, “what is it now?” 

Now the voice on the telephone was 
a woman’s voice, and the woman was 
Chinese. I was quite positive of that fact, 
for Chinese women, when endeavoring 
to speak English, do so with a very 
definite accent. This woman did not say 
who she was, but said quite distinctly: 
“If you will take a sharp knife and pry 
loose the bottom of the teakwood box, 
you will discover a secret compartment. 
Do this, and the secret of the box will 
be yours.” 

Before I could reply to this amazing 
suggestion, the woman had hung up. 

For quite some time I sat there and 
stared at the telephone. “This,” I 
thought, “is obviously the work of my 
eminent Chinese friends. Something in 
that box is dangerous. They think that 
if I discover it, it will destroy me. Then 
they will be able to come here and take 
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possession of the box without paying a 
fancy price for it.” 

Nevertheless, I took the box from its 
hiding-place and procured a sharp knife 
and did as I had been told. The bottom 
of the box came loose in my hands, and 
in a short time I had discovered and 
opened a secret compartment so cun- 
ningly constructed that it might have 
defied detection even by experts. 

Now, with the shades drawn at all the 
windows, and with the fiving-room door 
closed and a lamp pulled close to the 
table, I examined the secret compart- 
ment and saw many rows of small, 
strange characters which were apparent- 
ly words in some ancient language. One 
of these words closely resembled the 
name Naida, which, naturally enough, 
amazed me. 

And while I peered at this strange 
mscription, a voice became suddenly 
audible in the room with me! 

“So—you have discovered the secret,” 
the voice said softly. “You were warned, 
yet you persisted. Now it is too late. 
Listen, and F will read to you in your 
own language the evil curse that was 
written so many years ago! Listen.... 

This strange. speech startled me. I 
jerked my head up and peered mto the 
shadows. beyond the lamp, and suddenly 
sat very stiff in my chair. Almost within 
arm’s reach of me stood the glorious 
creature who had visited me this morn- 
ing! 


ERE she stood, staring at me, ut- 
terly naked except for the ancient 
breastplates and girdle which had se 
thoroughly amazed me before. And the 
gaze of her dark eyes loosened things 
in my brain and heated the blood in my 
rigid body. 
“This is what is written,” she said 
softly. “Within this box lives the curse 


of Prince Keldjar-Din, who by the hands 
of his beloved Naida, the passionate one, 
was transformed from man into mon- 
ster, Cursed be he who reads these 
words. The passionate Naida shall arise 
from the peace of her grave and go to 
him, and he shall destroy her as I did. 
A thousand deaths must she die for her 
monstrous stn.” 

These words were like a drug creep- 
ing through my brain, so slowly and 
rhythmically were they intoned by the 
creature who stood gazing at me. 
Thrusting the box aside, I rose to my 
feet and stood swaying, with both hands 
erippmg the edge of the table. Then I 
saw that my strange visitor was snuling 
at me in a most seduetive fashion, and 
that her arms were ottstretched toward 
me. 

“You,” I muttered, “are Naida?” 

“I am Naida,” she whispered. 

I stared at the box, and then, feeling 
strangely light-headed and queer, I 
peered again at this woman from out 
of the past. Never before, I realized 
dutly, had I been face to face with a 
woman so consummately enchanting. 
Her matchless body was like a statue 
fashioned of fine-grained gypsum, every 
curve a symphony that stirred respon- 
sive chords within me. I was filled sud- 
denly with an aft-consuming desire to 
hold her in my arnts. 

I walked slowly toward her. As I did 
so, she. smiled triumphantly and glided 
backward, away from me, until she stood 
close to the divan. By this time my 
bulging eyes had drunk in the ravishing 
beauty of her slim whiteness and feasted 
upon the pale luxury of her ivory torso. 
A tempest was raging in my head, and 
the blood in mry veins was a torrent of 
liquid fire, lashing me to heights of fren- 
zy. Never before had I been enslaved te 
such mighty passion. 
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I lurched forward, seized the woman 
in my arms and forced her to the divan. 
Holding her there—though there was 
no need to hold her, for she suddenly 
yielded to my advances and crushed her- 
self ardently against me—I pressed my 
lips against hers and kissed her until the 
raging fires within me threatened to 
destroy me. 

My eyes ached in their sockets. My 
brain was slowly, horribly tearing loose 
from its fastenmgs. I was going mad 
and knew it, and yet remained a slave 
to the passion that was driving me in- 
sane. The woman in my arms was Ir- 
resistible ! 

In my twisted brain a small, strangled 
voice kept repeating: “If you go too far, 
the penalty will be death!” 


eas I am usually a sensible individ- 

ual, warm-blooded I admit, but at 
all times cautious. With this beguiling 
creature in my arms, I became a man 
without morals or reasons. The touch 
of her hands thrilled me. Her nearly 
nude body was a magnet for my avid 
gaze, and for no reason at all except 
that I had become a maniac, I forced her 
head back so that I could watch every 
spasmodic movement of her heaving 
breast. 

Her voice, whispering my name, beg- 
ging me to love her, was a hungry, sens- 
uous command, drugging me and mur- 
dering my resistance. She drew me 
closer, fastened her.moist lips on my 
throat: I yielded <<... 

Then I went mad! 

The words in the secret compartment 
of that ancient box fumed in my brain. 
I groped to my knees by the near-naked 
woman who lay there, staring up at me. 
A voice within me began shrieking : “Kill 
her! Kill her!” And then, God help me, 


T seized her by the throat, dragged her 
to the floor and fell upon her. 

I clawed at her throbbing body, beat 
her with my fists until her pale, satin- 
smooth flesh was a mass of bruises. I 
tortured her by thrusting a stiff thumb 
into the tender cords of her neck. 

All the time I was doing these horri- 
ble things, the lady stared up at me with 
pain-gazed eyes and moaned for mercy. 
And, for some strange reason, she kept 
calling me Keldjar-D1n, which is certain- 
ly not my name. 

How long she lay there and suffered 
these atrocities at my hands, I am not 
sure. She was dead, I believe, when 
I at last knelt beside her, snarling down 
into her agonized face. I dragged her 
closer to the light and looked at her 
more closely, and then in a very horrible 
manner indeed I began laughing. 


Wiel I was laughing, I heard a 


loud thumping on the door of my 
apartment, but was too utterly insane at 
that moment to pay any attention to it. 
My hands were quite red with blood, and 
I remembered the sharp knife with which 
I had pried loose the bottom of the teak- 
wood box. 

I stumbled toward the table and 
searched frantically for the knife. On 
the wall beyond the table hung a mirror. 
I saw my face in it. It was a very 
strange face, hideously twisted, with 
saliva drooling from an ugly, grinning 
gash of mouth, and both eyes bulging 
weirdly in their sockets. It was the face 
of a madman. 

I found the knife. At that moment 
the door of my apartment clattered open 
and I heard footsteps in the hall. I 
swung about, snarling. Into the room 
rushed the woman I had met at Jake the 
Miser’s. 


(Continued on page 113) \ 
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By LEW MERRILL 


NTY of able medical stu- 


66 dents flunked their last year’s 


exams because they had the 
football fever,” grunted the little doctor, 
as their car sped out into the desert. “It’s 
lucky we came across each ether, John 
Trevanion. You'll find the work reason- 
ably easy, and, on the terms agreed on, 
you'll be able to resume your studies 
in a year’s time, with much more ease of 
mind abeut finances than you’ve had be- 
fore.” 





John nodded, looking at little bespect- 
acled Dr. Skoll as he sat hunched over 
the wheel beside him. They had got off 
the airplane four hours earlier, and were 
already some two hundred miles from 
the airport, speeding aleng a track 
through one of the wildest parts of the 
desert. 

The Rotkies, in the distance, were a 
mere blur on the horizon. They hadn’t 
passed a ranch or a house since early 
afternoon. Everywhere was sage, inter- 


“Give me the drug for 
youth!” croaked the old 
woman. “I want to love 
again.” But Trevanion 
wouldn’t believe she had 
succeeded: The young girl 
who came to him at night 
was a stranger, he told him- 
self—and she needed his 


hetp! 
















spread with an occasional giant cactus, 
towering strangely out of the purple- 
gray. 
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At SIX o'clock the evening before, 

Trevanion, hero of his college for 
that last touchdown that had crowned 
the team with glory, had learned that 
his career was temporarily closed. He 
would have to stay another year to take 
his medical degree, before becoming an 
interne. And his little stock of money 
wouldn’t last that length of time, would- 
n’t even last the year on which he had 
entered. 

Parentless, without a relative in the 
world of whom he knew, he had had a 
hard struggle to equip himself for the 
college course. And now everything 
seemed ended. 

Then Skoll had spoken to him, asked 
him to come to his hotel that evening. 

It was all too weird to be true. Quite 
unbelievable that he, John Trevanion, 
should now be speeding over the desert 
with the little doctor who had so casually 
selected him for the job, even though 
Skoll admitted that he had been study- 
ing the records of the college seniors, 
had had him picked in his mind already. 

“You said it was a mental case,” Tre- 
vanion hazarded. “You know, of course, 
we haven’t much more than a theoretical 
knowledge of insanity until we get ex- 
perience—those of us who specialize 
along that line.” 

‘“Fhat’s quite all right, Trevanion. You 
will work under me. Don’t worry.” 

“Ts the man dangerous?” 

“The man?’ Skoll shot a quizzical 
look at his companion. “Who said it was 
a man?” 

“You mean my patient is a woman?” 

“A young and charming woman, and 
not dangerous in the least. It’s a case of 
schizophrenia, supposed to be incurable, 
but I believe I’m going to effect a cure. 
My cousin’s daughter, Trevanion. I 
thought of trying to get a woman phy- 
cician at first, but I don’t like werking 


with women, and there’s a Mexican girl 
looks after my poor Lorna.” 


Bite character of the landscape chang- 

ed as the afternoon wore away. The 
sage was replaced by clumps of grass 
that became greener, the flat of the desert 
yielded to great rolling hills. But no- 
where was there sign of a house, and 
no cattle grazed anywhere within the 
wide circle of the horizon. 

“Pretty empty country hereabouts,” 
said John. as 

“This, my friend, is the old Spanish 
grant of the Valdez family,” explained 
Skoll. “It extends as far as you can 
see. It has been bankrupt for twenty 
years, and it’s tied up in litigation, so 
that it can neither be sold nor leased. 
My cousin, Lorna Valdez, is the present 
owner. I have had charge of her at the 
ranch-house sirice she was taken ill as a 
child with that afftiction, poor thing. It 
is convenient for me, since I am conduct- 
ing certain biological experiments. See, 
there is the house!” he pointed. 

The Valdez grant! Hadn’t John read 
something in the papers recently about 
some legal decision concerning it? He 
couldn’t quite remember. But he looked 
with pleasure at the long, white adobe 
house in its grove of cottonwoods beside 
the rippling stream. 

As the car drove up, however, he could 
see that the house, which must have been 
a hundred years old, was in a state of 
dilapidation. The adobe was peeling 
from the walls, tiles, blown from the 
roof, strewed the ground, fowls ran 
clucking through the scrub mesquite that 
had invaded the range up to the front 
door. There was no sign of Itfe any- 
where. 

Skoll opened the front door with a 
large, old-fashioned key. The great hall, 
the rooms on either side were furnished 
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in the style of a century before, great 
heavy pieces black with age. In the hall, 
ameng portraits of old dons, was one of 
a strikingly handsome young woman, 
dressed as in the eighteen-forties, raven 
hair hanging down in curls, and playing 
with the ribbons of a big hat on her knee. 

Skoll saw John looking at it. “That,” 
he said, “was the famous Lola Valdez, 
actress, woman of fortune, mistrese of 


three kings, inspirer of the Mexican re- | 


volt against Maximilian, and, later, re- 
nowned for her saintly hfe and munifi- 
cert charities. The Valdez family has 
had its histories. Come, let me present 
you to my patient, though I doubt, poor 
thing, if she will be aware of you.” 
“She is quite demented then?” asked 
Johan. 
. “For most of the time,” Skoll an- 
swered. . 


He traversed a long corridor, and. 


threw open one of two doors set side by 
side at the end. 

“This wili be your room, Trevanion,” 
he said. “Our patient is next door.” 

He opened the second door, this time 
with a tiny key that fitted the Yale lock. 


[* THE large, bright room, with the 

comfortable furnishings and the bed, 
a girl of hardly more than twenty years 
was seated in the depths of an armchair. 
Not only did she look the image of the 
portrait Trevanion had seen in the hall, 
but her hair was in the same ofd-fash- 
ioned ringlets, and she had a similar hat 
on her lap. Over a chair hung a dress 
made in the fashion of the period of the 
portrait.: The girl herself wore nothing 
but some sort of gauzy slip, and a pair 
of black silk stockings, above which 
could be seen the gleam of two white, 
shapely thighs. 

Even the ship hung so negligently 
about her that one pretty breast had 


slipped half out of it, and the other 
seemed about to follow suit. But, as the 
two men entered, the girl neither stirred 
nor looked up, and seemed unaware that 
she was almost nude. 

Skoll scewled and muttered. “Too 
bad, too bad, Trevanion,” he said. “Old 
Maria should have had her dressed. Of 
course, you being a doctor—” he smirk- 
ed. “Poor Lorna has an insuperable ob- 
jection to my touching her. Would you 
—hum—adjust that garment while I call 
the old woman ?” 


He strode out of the room, and John ~ | 


could hear him shouting. John went up 
to the girl. “Miss Valdez—” he began. | 

He saw that she was completely ab- 
sorbed in the characteristic way of the 
schizophrenic patient.» Gently he lifted 
the filmy slip until it covered the girl’s 
breast. Then, as best he could, he pulled 
the garment down over the rounded 
thighs. 

And then his heart began to pound, 
and the blood ran hotly through his 
veins. For, doctor though he was, he felt 
an unconquerable surge of racing blood 
rush through him at the touch of her. 
And, more than that, she had become 
aware of him. 

Slowly she raised her head, with the 
dark ringlets and the lovely hazel eyes, 
and looked at him, as if in a dream. 
Pupils oddly contracted, not like a schi- 
zophreniac’s. A shiver ran through her, 
and her arms began to extend toward 
him. 

Then Skoll was back, with a cringing 
old Mexican hag, with straggling gray 
hair hanging about her wrinkled, Indian 
face. Skoll shouted, pointed to the dress, 
then took John by the arm. 

“Well, what did you think of my 
patient ?” he asked. “A pretty little thing, 
isn’t she? I’m going to cure her some 
day, and then some man will be mighty 
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lucky, especially if the Valdez estate ever 
gets out of court. By the way, before 
you see her case-history, I might as well 
tell you she has the unconquerable urge 
for male companionship that. is charact- 
eristic of her disease.” 

“You mean she—?” 

“Yes. It is impossible to have a man 
about this place. Me, she hates. You, 
my dear fellow, as a medical student, 
will know how to handle her. The sight 
of a man is the one thing that arouses 
her from her torpor. There have been 
some unfortunate episodes when Mex1- 
can laborers came to work here. Of 
course, I was always on the watch to 
prevent a catastrophe.” 


KOLL’S office was at the end of the 

long building, the original part of the 
old house, apparently. A gloomy place, 
with walls of solid stone. Skoll revealed 
himself as an enthusiast. He claimed 
that he was working on the secret of 
fe. If the human cells were immortal, 
why not man? He believed the secret of 
rejuvenescence was almost within his 
grasp. The little, bald, sly man, with 
the thick lenses revealed himself as a 
priest, a prophet. 

John and Skoll dined together in an 
adjoining room, served by old Maria, 
slipping, sly and furtive, around the 
table. Skoll had a good taste in wines. 

“Oh, we'll get on together well, Tre- 
vanion,” he said, his tongue loosened by 
the vintage. “Have a good sleep. Your 
patient won’t disturb you. I lock her in 
after Maria has put her to bed, and 
administer a sleeping draft.” 

He went on to develop his theory 
that schizophrenia is a brain disease, 
claimed to possess a serum that was al- 
ready giving good results. “Of course 
that obsession of hers about men worries 
me,” he said. “I’ll admit, I looked into 


the records of a number of you college 
men before selecting you. I had to have 
somebody I could trust. You won't be 
stirred by her, I know that, Trevanion.” 

Not stirred? Perhaps it was the wine, 
but John lay awake with every nerve 
of him aching to see more of the irl 
in the next room. Separated by 2 wall 
and a door. An unlocked door. “I'm 
leaving it unlocked in case she should 
need you in the night, Trevanion,” Skoli 
had explained. “Once or twice there have 
been outbreaks of violence, but norie 
within recent months. And she won’t 
know you're here.” 


Was it the wine? The thought of 
Lorna Valdez possessed John’s soul un- 
til all honor, all integrity seemed to have 
left him. He groaned in anguish, mental 
and physical, as he tossed on his bed in 
the darkness. 

The shutters outside were tightly 
closed, and he had vainly tried to open 
them. A little air came through the open 
window, but not a thread of light re- 
lieved the pitchy blackness. There was 
no electricity in the house, and John’s 
oil lamp, for which Skolt had apologized, 
had sputtered and gone out before he 
was in bed, though it had seemed filled 
with kerosene. 

Slowly, laboriously drifting into 
dreams, John was brought back sharply 
to consciousness by a sound that set his 
heart hammering. 

The door between his room and 
Lorna’s room was opening. 

He sat up, hearing the sound of his 
hoarse breathing fill the room. He could 
see nething, but he knew that a figure 
was moving toward him; he could hear 
the soft padding of feet upon the earpet. 

A woman’s light footfall. John pic- 
tured her, coming to him. Ves, but in- 
sane, an insane child whom all his ethics, 
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“I used to fight with him. I got 
@ knife and hid it ... but he 
was a coward.” 


every decent instinct calfed upon him to 
protect. 


GHE was beside the bed. John felt a 


hand go out and find his cheek and. 


stroke it. His own hand touched a 
woman’s bare shoulder, ran down the 
arm. 

“My love, I have come to you,” came 
the softest whisper. 

“Miss Valdez, you must go away. I’m 
your doctor, don’t you understand me? 
I—I can’t let you come here—” 

The round of a knee was pressing 
against his own. The figure had softly 
slipped onto the bed beside him. And 
John’s senses were swimming. That h- 
quor had been too potent. He was fight- 
ing himself, fighting desperately. 

He felt the two breasts against him, 
protected only by the material of a night- 
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gown, two arms around his neck. But 
those breasts were not the soft, rounded 
ones that he had seen only a few hours 
before. They were flattened and 
shrunken. 

His hand touched the woman’s face. 
The face of an old woman, lined and 
seamed and furrowed. The hair, wispy 
and stringy, in place of the dark, luxuri- 
ous curls that he had seen. That voice, 
whispering words of love, was cracked, 
and the laughter was like the cackle of 
an aged crone. 

Who was it? Old Maria, slipping into 
his room in place of Lorna? 

So desperate was John’s yearning for 
Lorna that for an instant he was on 
the point of yielding to this withered, — 
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feminine thing who had come in her 
stead. An immense oppression filled his 
limbs with lead and weighted down his 
eyelids. Then, exerting every bit of 
strength remaining to him, he staggered 
from the bed, found his matches, struck 
a light. 

He cried out loud in horror at what 
he saw. The figure beside him was not 
that of Maria. It was that of an incred- 
ibly old woman, so withered and shrunk- 
en that she looked ke a mummy or a 
monkey. 

The face, grotesquely seamed, was 
turned toward him. The. eyes, mere 
slits beneath their swollen, lashless lids, 
were filled with animal passion. The hair 
was a fuzz of white, grotesquely trimmed 
into little curls that hardly reached the 
middle of the ear. The breasts under 
the sheer gown, were flattened travesties 
against the staring ribs. And on the bed 
—QOh God, there was a hat, like Lorna’s 
hat, like the hat in the picture! 


OHN Trevanion cried out again in 

horror, and with that the door of the 
adjoining room opened, revealing a 
thread of light. Skoll stood on the thres- 
hold, an electric flash in his hand. 

‘“What’s the matter, Trevanion, what's 
the matter?” he cried. “Where has she 
gone? Not come in here to you?” 

He raised the flash, and the thread of 
light covered the hag, still sitting there, 
slits of eyes turned amorously upon 
John. He ran to the bedside and ad- 
dressed the old creature rapidly in Span- 
ish, which John couldn’t understand. 
She screamed out, struggled, kicked like 
a naughty child as Skoll picked her up. 

“Trevanion, for God’s sake stay there! 
T’ll be back in a minute or two,” he 
cried. 

The door closed behind them. John 
leaned against the wall in gasping hor- 


ror. It seemed only a moment before 
Skoll was in the room again. 

“T’ll light your lamp, Trevanion. 
What, gone out? These damned native 
retailers water the kerosene. Sit on the 
bed. Listen. I’ve got to tell you. That 
woman, that old woman is the famous 
Lola Valdez.” 


John heard his own voice answering 
thickly, “What are you trying to tell 
me ?” 

“T’m telling you the truth. She never 
died. In her travels she became the mis- 
tress of a famous alchemist, who had 
learned some secrets that had been the 
property of La Voisin, the infamous sor- 
ceress and poisoner of the time of Louis 
XIV. He hada Water of Life. It brought 
complete rejuvenescence.” 


“But she’s old, old—’ John heard 
himself whispering. 

“She took the dose about 1860. It 
made her a young woman again, she 
claims. She has tried it since, at inter- 
vals of twenty years, but the elixir has 
become thickened, lost most of its power. 
She let the world think she had died, 
came here as a descendant of hers who 
had died in childhood. She ts Lorna!” 

“What?” screamed John Trevanion. 


Skoll put his hand upon John’s shoul- 
der. “Steady, boy! There have been more 
incredible things. That is what I am 
working on night and day, the redis- 
covery of the elixir. I have succeeded 
so far that I have managed to restore 
Lola Valdez to the semblance of a young 
and beautiful woman. But it doesn’t 
last. Tonight—tonight the change must 
have come. And the Lola Valdez that I 
have restored, under the name of my 
supposed cousin, Lorna, becomes a de- 
ment, a schizophrentac. Now do you un- 
derstand ?”’ 

John looked at him dully. The shock 
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—or something—had almost deprived 
him of the power ef reasoning. 

“Trevanion, Ill be frank. The old 
woman was sensuousness incarnate when 
she was young and beautiful: A famous 
courtesan, the most famous in the world. 
I brought you here under false pretenses. 
I picked you becatise you are young, 
strong, handsome. I wanted yau for her, 
because I believe a sweetheart might aid 
me in my experiments. I hoped that she 
would come to you as Lorna Valdez, 
beautiful and young, instead of as that 
travesty of humanity I found wit! you. 

“Wilt you forget her age, Trevanion? 
Will you help me, for the sake of sci- 
enee? One thousand dollars cash, Tre- 
vanion !” 

“No, no, for God’s sake no!” cried 
John. 

Skoll steod by the bed for a moment, 
then glided from the room, and John 
sank back, to fall into instant umconsci- 
ousness. 


WAS incredible, he thought next 

morning when, with a racking head- 

ache, he stood beside the frightful crone 
in the next room. 

More frightful even than the night be- 
fore, a mummy, a caricature, a hundred 
if a day. Seated in the big chair where 
John had seen Lorna the day before, 
mumbling and making eyes, and coyly 
thrusting out a skinny ankle and part 
of a leg that was mere bone and skin. 

Incredible, Skoll’s story! What was 
he to think? Every gesture of the old 
creature was an invitation, and Skoll’s 
demand was a violation of nature, a 
horror, wicked depravity. 

Old Maria came through the door on 
the other side of the bedroom, and stood 
looking queerly at John. 

“You a beeg fool, sefior,”’ she mum- 


bled. ‘She is a woman still, ees eet not 
so?” | 

“What do you know about this?” de- 
manded John. 

“Me, I know everyt’ings. You love 
her, and maybe she become young and 
beautiful again, like you see her yester- 
day.” 

“You're lying! I don’t believe a word 
of it. Where is Miss Lorna?” 

Old Maria pointed, chuckling, to the 
beldame in the chair, and glided from 
the room. The horrible old creature 
rose, making eyes at him. Her gestures 
of invitation were abominable. John was 
glad Skoll came in. 


“T see that you are still incredulous, 
Trevanion,” jeered Skoll at dinner that 
night. “And yet P’ll prove it to you. Fil 
make you belteve it. And V’ll make you 
do what I’ve asked of you. Damn you,” 
he snarled, “do you think I brought you 
here to have all my schemes upset by 
a young puppy like you?” 

john tried to get up from the table. 
He tried to speak of his resignation. But 
that wine of Skoll’s was making his head 
ring, his senses were blurred, and above. 
all else was that awful, terrible desire— 
desire that was willing to let him love 
the old beldame rather than remain to 
torture him. 

Through a wavering haze ke saw 
Skoll’s eyes boring into his. 

“Don’t be a foal, lad,” said Skolt drap- 
pang a hand upon his shoulder. “You've 
had too much to drink. Go to bed and 
sleep it off. We'll get down to this seri- 
ously tomorrow.” 

John hardly knew how he found his 
room. He ky down, knowing that if that 
abominable old creature came into his 
room, he could no longer be proof 
against her. All his body seemed a fur- 
nace of incarnate evil. 

And, through a haze of evil dreams, 
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he was always conscious of the door, 
conscious that it was opening at last.... 


E STUMBLED to his feet, crouch- 

ing beside his bed as he heard that 
soft pad, pad of naked feet upon the car- 
pet, fighting himself, fighting those vile 
instincts that tore at him like hounds. 
He felt the warmth of the woman at his 
side before she touched him, and he sent 
out his fist in a blow that made her reel 
and gasp. Groped for his matches, 
found them, and saw—Lorna Valdez, in 
all the beauty of her youth and loveli- 
ness, standing against a wall, her hands 
to the spot above her breasts where he 
had hit her. 

Lorna, with a gauzy wisp about her, 
a neghigee that was little better than no 
negligee, the sweet throat and shoulders 
of her, the eyes, fixed on John’s as if 
she was unaware that he had struck her! 
The match flickered and went out. John 
Trevanion stood like a statue, not daring 
to let himself believe that this was true. 
Stood groping through the fumes of the 
wine that clogged his senses, trying to 
assure himself it was no dream, until he 
felt the girl’s hands upon his shoulders, 
and her firm breasts against his body. 

Fearfully he put out his hand to her 
face, and felt the rounded smoothness of 
her youth, in place of the lined, furrowed 
features of the hag. 

Then, as he took her into his arms, 
he knew nothing, save the unutterable 
bliss of holding her. He felt her soft 
and radiant warmth, heard the soft pant- 
ing of her breath matching his own.... 

And then he was holding her, speaking 
to her, and eliciting only drowsy mur- 
murs of contentment. 

Gently he released himself struck an- 
other match, and looked into her face 
with the little dark curls on either side 
of it. He saw the sharp contraction of 


the pupils, as they tried to focus them- 
selves upon his face. | 

“Who—are you? Where—am I ?” 

“You’re all right, darling. I’m John 
Trevanion.” 

“T never—saw you—in my life be- 
fore. What have you done to me?” 

But already the fear was vanishing 
from her face as torpor overcame her. 
She sank back on the bed. John forced 
himself not to touch her. He meant to 
solve the mystery, though his brain was 
still reeling. He struck so match 
and looked at his face in the/mirror. 

His pupils were contra¢ted too. He 
was drugged. And the girl was drugged. 
No schizophreniac at all. He ought to 
have guessed it. 


H* LEFT the girl, whose soft breath- 

ing indicated that she was already 
asleep, and pushed open the door of the 
connecting rooms. He moved toward the 
bed, stretched out a hand. The bed was 
empty. 

A tiny thread of light showed under 
the door beyond. John pulled at the 
handle, and found the door was unfast- 
ened. He stood in the passage now, in 
dense darkness, but that hight came from 
Dr. Skoll’s laboratory at the end of the 
passage. Very softly John made his way 
toward it. 

He could hear voices within. One was 
that of Skoll, raised in angry expostula- 
tion, the other the cracked voice of an 
aged woman. True, that might have been 
old Maria’s voice. But John knew that 
it was the voice of the woman Skoll had 
called Lola Valdez. And he knew then 
for sute, what he had always known, 
that Skoll’s story had been a lic, and 
that he was playing some devilish game 
of his own. 

Very softly John Trevanion made his 
way to Skoll’s office. The door was 
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sightly open. He couldn’t see inside, 
but he could hear the voices clearly, and 
now there was no doubt as te who 
Skoll’s companion was. 

“T tell you that young fool’s asleep, 
drugged. Don’t worry about him,” Skoll 
was saying. “When you go into his room, 
he won’t be able to resist you. That 
drug I gave him is the strongest stimu- 
lant known. I gave Lorna a good shot 
today, so that she’d make approaches to 
him, and get him in the proper state, but 
I gave him a dyuble one—like yester- 
day.” 

“Let me go to him,” whimpered the 
old woman. 

“You’re just like your mother, Lola 
Valdez, aren’t you!” sneered Skoll. “She 
was a fiery little thing, from all I’ve read 
about her.” 

“What if I am? Why should a woman 
become hateful to men just because she’s 
old. I’ve got the same instincts I had—” 

“Back in the fifties,’ jeered Skoll. 
“When you were called Lola the Second. 
You had a good time when you were 
young, didn’t you?” 

“Men looked on me as a woman till I 
was nearly seventy,” answered the 
cracked, hag’s voice. “I had my days. 
And I want them again. You swore you 
had that elixir that was going to make 
me young again.” 

“T’ve got it.” 

“Oh God!” whimpered the old woman. 
“Oh God, if you can make me a girl 


'?? 


again ! 


SS was something of such infin- 

ite pathos in the old woman’s voice 
that John Trevanion, bracing himself be- 
side the door, couldn’t help listening, 
couldn’t help pitying her. 


“I don’t trust you,” mumbled the old 
womsn, “But it’s worth anything to 
me to regain my lost youth.” 


we 


— 
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“Witt you ae 
“Tonight, if you'll sign that paper.” 
“Y don’t trust you, Nicolas Skoll. 


You're tricky. You may be fooling me.” 


“You'd better trust me,” came Skoll’s 
jeering tones. “It’s your only chance.” 

“Give me the elixir. Prove it, and I'll 
sign anything on earth.” 

“Or fool me. I don’t trust you either, 
Linda Valdez. So there we are dead- 
locked. But you'd better trust me, you 
old hag. You’re on the verge of the grave 
and you don’t realize it. You fool, whom 
else have you got to trust but me?” 

‘Do you swear that elixir in that 
bottle will make me young again?” the 
hag whimpered. 

“The duplicate of that girl Lorna. 
When you go into that young fool’s 
room tonight, you’ll know what love 
means again. Not the kind of mercenary 


love you used to buy in your seventies, 


before you were such a hag that no man 
could hold you in his arms, but the love 
of a young and ardent man.” 

“Oh God, give it to me!” 

“Sign first! You’re risking nothing, 
old crone, with the grave yawning. before 
you, the grave and the worms.” 

“Give me the pen. Hold my wrist 
steady. If you’ve lied to me, may you 
burn’ in everlasting hell!” 

John heard the scratching of a pen 
on paper. Then the old woman’s voice. 
“Give me the phial. I’ll take my chance.” 
And, proudly, as a proud woman speaks, 
“I’m not afraid, Nicolas Skoll. I’ve had 
my days, days that you’d give your life 
to have known.” 

“T doubt it,” sneered Skoll, with im- 
mense satisfaction in his voice. “But 
what are you going to do when I release 
your great-granddaughter from her room 
beneath this one, and confront the world 
with fwo young women, each claiming 
to be a descendant of Lola Valdez?” 


“T’ll take my chance of that.” 

-“No doubt you will. No woman: ever 
lived who wasn’t the embodiment of an 
animal.” 

There was a queer crack in the old 
woman’s voice. “No, Nicolas Skoil? I¢ 
you and I were younger, I’d stab you to 
the heart for that insult, even if it’s true. 
Give me that bottle!” 

That was when John quietly opened 
the door. 


Slee hag was seated in a chair, the 

empty phial in her hands. Skoll was 
standing watching her, a look of gloat- 
ing satisfaction on his face. He swung 
about sharply at John’s entrance. 

“So you’ve been listening, have you?” 
he jeered. “Too bad for you, Trevanion, 
because you've got to pay for it.” 

He snatched a heavy automatic from 
a drawer. It roared as John leaped side- 
wise, and John felt the slug fan his 
face. Next instant he was upon Skoll, 
and had gripped his pistol hand. 

The little doctor was strength incar- 
nate. Three times he freed his arm and 
pressed the trigger, but each time John 
Trevanion managed to leap aside in time, 
though twice the slugs went through his 
clothing. 

Then he succeeded in wresting the 
automatic from Skoll’s hand and brought 
the muzzle down upon his skull. The 
little doctor crumpled. 

John bent over him and recoiled in 
horror. Skoll was dead. Despite his 
strength, he was one of those thin-skulled 
individuals for whom a hard tap means 
the end. John’s blow had driven the 
frontal bone deep into the brain beneath, 
and Skoll had already ceased to breathe. 

He staggered back against the wall, 
the turned his eyes upon the crone in 
the chair. And she was dead too! 
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Whether or not Skoll had meant to 
kill her with the phial, she had already 
ceased to-live. More, she was visibly be- 
ginning to dissolve before John’s eyes, 
as if she had so long overstayed her span 
of earthly life that mortality was snatch- 
ing greedily at her, as one whose debt 
was long since overdue. 

Had Skoll believed in his elixir of re- 
juvenescence? That was something that 
John would never know. 

John staggered toward the door, to 
see old Maria standing in the entrance, 
her eyes wide with horror. He caught 
the old woman by the shoulders. 

“He’s killed her,” he shouted, ‘and 
tried to kill me. So I hit him—too hard. 
He’s dead. They’re both dead. Now 
you're going to tell me the truth, or I'll 
kill you too.” 

“No, no sefior!”’ whined the old Mexi- 
can. 

“You toll me you know everything. 
You're going to tell me everything. Who 
was this woman ?” 

“She was the daughter of Lola Valdez, 
sefior. I know her when she was a girl. 
She was vair’ beautiful. She love the 
mans and the mans love her.” 

“Yes, go on!” shouted John Trevan- 
10n. 


66% ME TELL everyt’ing now, sefior. 
Mees Lorna, she is dis dead 
woman’s great-granddaughter. Madame 
Linda, dis dead woman, she come here 
when she is old. She bring Miss Lorna 
as a child. Den the doctor come. Dr. 
Skoll, he was the son of one of Madame 
Linda’s lovers. He vair’ clever doctor. 
“When Madame Linda grows foolish 
with age, he makes her believe he can 
make her a young woman again, plenty 
more mans to love her. He say he have 
a elixir dat her mother, Lola Valdez 
used. But first she moost sign away 


to heem all rights to the Valdez lands. 
Den he plan to keel her and marry Mees 
Lorna, and have the lands.” 

“Go on!” 

“For years he keep Mees Lorna 
in a room under dis hacienda. And for 
long time Madame Linda will not sign 
away the lands. So then Dr. Skoll breeng 
you here, because you are handsome, 
strong young man.” 

“You can skip that,” said John. 

“He theenk if he make you Madame 
Linda’s lover, she will sign away the 
lands to heem. And to make you want 
her, he geeve you and Mees Lorna pow- 
erful strong drug, to make you want any 
womans that you see, and to make her 
want every man she see. Den, when you 
are drugged, instead of Mees Lorna, he 
send Madame Linda into your room in 
the dark, and so she sign away the 
lands.” 

“T guessed all that,” said John Tre- 
vanion. And now he remembered what 
he had read about the Valdez lands. The 
case had been settled at last, after some 
fifty years, leaving the heirs the sole 
right to the property. 

He saw the trickery of Skoll, and now 
he looked down at the corpse of the little 
fiend without emotion. Skoll had got 
what was coming to him. 

“Maria, I’m going to bury these two 
people in the morning,” he said. “You’d 
best keep your mouth shut, or you'll be 
taken to court as an accessory to the 
crime. You understand?” 

“Sefior, let me stay here. Me old 
woman now. Me hated dat Skoll, and 
me love Mees Lorna.” 

“All right,” said John Trevanion. 


WENT back to his room. Dawn 
was breaking, and in the dim light 
that came through the shutters he saw 


(Continued on page 117) 


FESPITE the advance salary in 
1): pocket, and the first square 

meal in many a day beneath his 
belt, Denis Foster was already wonder- 
ing why his new employer had first 
placed so much stress on local references, 
and then hired him, Foster, who was a 
total stranger in San Francisco. 

Merrill Kane wanted an Egyptologist ; 
but though he had searchingly questioned 
Foster, the quiz could not have been 
based on personal knowledge of Egypt. 

Foster was uneasy. Broad-shouldered, 
heavy-jawed Merrill Kane had through 
the entire depressing meal covertly scru- 
tinized his new employee; and Hassan, 
the hook-nosed Arab butler gave him 


the creeps. 
66 


“Tt’s too late now,” 

Kane said coolly. 

“You can’t back 
out—get busy!” 





Ida Kane, the scholar’s wife was much 
younger than her husband. The shaded 
lights coaxed a brazen gleam from her 
hair, and warmed the whiteness of her 
lovely shoulders. She was full-breasted 
and luxurious, yet by no means plump. 
Her sensuous lips, even in repose, com- 
bined with the topaz highlights that 
lurked in her greenish eyes to hint that 
that full blown, shapely body had the 
suppleness of a cat, that her embrace 
would be a revelation... and for a 
moment Foster’s uneasiness took a dif- 
ferent direction .. . his glance tried to 
probe the warm shadow between her 
breasts . 


Kane finally thrust aside his demi- 













tasse and abruptly ordered: “Let’s go to 
the iaboratory.” 

His voice and gesture automatically 
excluded his wife. But as Foster fol- 
lowed, he felt the stab of eyes from 
the rear. 

Foster flashed a_ glance 
shoulder. Ida Kane’s lips moved sound- 
lessly, and the smile that lurked at the 
corners of her wanton, red mouth hinted 
that he would see more of her. And after 


over his 


Handling mummies was 
Foster’s business—but he 
didn’t think the icb in- 
cluded butchering a beau- 
tiful girl to fake an 
Egyptian Queen! 
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a square meal, one could stand a lot of 
Ida and like it—the gleaming sequins of 
her gown somehow suggested the fires 
that smouldered if her white flesh . . . 
Foster, following Kane to the base- 


ment, was certain that he had found 
more than a position. 


T the foot of the stairs, Kane un- 
locked a door that opened to a 
masonry-walled room, Standing along 
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the walls were several sycamore mummy 
cases with gilded masks, and in the fur- 
ther shadows was a vat somewhat larger 
than a bath tub. 

An enameled table glistened under a 
cluster of ceiling lights. A sheeted form 
lay sweltering in that blue-white glare. 
One tiny foot, peeping from the white 
shroud, settled all doubts. The skin was 
white, and the flesh was plump. It was 
not a mummy. 

No doubt that she was dead. Not a 
sign of breathing disturbed the stark 
whiteness of the shroud. Foster sud- 
denly became dizzy. It was not the 
presence of a corpse, but the growing 
conviction that there was . something 
monstrous and unnatural about his em- 
ployment. 

“Don’t look so alarmed, Foster,” Kane 
smiled unpleasantly and advanced toward 
the table and drew aside the shroud. 
“You have handled mummies in your 
time. The only difference is that this lady 
is a suicide fresh from the morgue, in- 
stead of from a tomb at Biban el 
Moltk.” 

Whoever she was, she had died easily 
and beautifully. Her white body was a 
succession of gracious curves, and her 
hands were crossed on small, firm 
breasts that even in death reminded Fos- 
ter of magnolia buds. Her hair was long, 
and thick and black. Her face was a deli- 
cate oval, and her mouth had a wistful 
droop. 

“This,”” resumed Kane, “is to be the 
first test of your skill. You had all the 
answers about the characteristics of 
mummies of the XVIII Dynasty. Now 
I'll see if you know your business.” 

‘What do you mean?” 

“T have all the necessary materials,” 
explained Kane. “Natron. Oil of cedar. 
Cassia and myrrh. Linen from Sais. And 
I have a papyrus that describes the 


process of embalming. An Egyptologist 
will have no difficulty in following the 
directions.” 


OSTER knew where to make the 

first incision. He likewise knew that 
she could neither feel the knife, nor the 
hand that removed the viscera and ap- 
portioned them among the four canopic 
jars ; but he shuddered at the desecration. 

Even the Egyptians made a pretense 
of cursing and stoning the paraschite 
who made the incision: a gesture to 
take from their heads the penalty of 
mutilating a human body. Foster knew 
all this, and thus, despite the memory 
of his many days of unemployment, he 
said, “Here’s your advance pay. No 
wonder you wanted someone who was 
down and out. I’m not a profaner of the 
dead.” 

He thrust the bills at his employer. 

“You can’t walk out this way,” re- 
torted Kane, “The walls are guarded 
by live wires. Not even Selim nor Has- 
san know where the control switch is. 
That secret is between my wife and me.” 

He stepped back a pace and drew a 
pistol. “Get to work at once. Everything 
you need is in that locker. Since you 
will require a knife, I am supervising 
with a more effective weapon. Swallow 
your qualms. She is escaping a pauper’s 
grave, and ending in a queen’s sar- 
cophagus.”’ 

Foster donned a surgeon’s apron and 
gloves, and found a flint knife; one used 
by the Egyptian embalmers centuries 
ago. 

Kane was breathless with anticipation ; 
yet the gleam in his steel grey eyes was 
not madness. That added to Foster’s 
horror. Was this some murderer’s device 
for concealing his crime ? Mummies were 
plentiful. There was no conceivable mo- 
tive for faking one. 
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That pallid, heart-stirring beauty 
silently reproached Foster as he nerved 
himself to make the incision in the left 
flank. 

“By God! I’m not going on with this,” 
he announced, deliberately laying the 
flint knife on the table. 

“You are entirely too valuable to be 
shot,” countered Kane. “But perhaps 
you noted my chauffer, Selim ?” 

Foster had-——a flat nosed, bestial fel- 
low dredged from the lowest quarter of 
Cairo. 

“So your assistants will try some 
Oriental method of persuasion?” he de- 
manded. 

“That’s not necessary,” was Kane’s 
deliberate reply. “Since you have such 
scruples about desecrating the dead, I'll 
quote from Herodotus. That learned 
Greek had in mind persons like Selim 
when he wrote, ‘Such women as are very 
beautiful are not immediately delivered 
to be embalmed, until after they have 
been dead three or four days. And this 
they do for the following reason— ” 
He laughed, gestured and resumed, “T 
see that you know the reasons! And un- 
less you wish to see Selim’s reaction to 
this tempting display, set to work.” 

Foster swallowed an oath, gritted his 
teeth and picked up the knife. 

The obsidian blade cut a long, ragged 
slash, not the clean incision of a scalpel. 


’ 


OGICALLY, this was no different 
from drawing a fowl; but Foster 
could barely control the nausea _ that 
gripped him as he carried on with his 
grisly task. As from a great distance, 
Kane’s dry, mocking voice rang in his 
ears. 

“Now that you have removed the 
liver, sinse it in that jar of palm 
wine...” 

Finally, the four canopic urns had 


each received the viscus that tradition 
ascribed to it. The stopper of the first 
jar was in the likeness of a human head; 
the second, a hawk; the third, a jackal; 
and the fourth, an ape. Their faces 
mocked him like demons leering from a 
cave, 

She was now bereft of all but the 
heart, which according to tradition re- 
mained in place. But though her white 
loveliness had become a grisly shell, a 
more revolting task was ahead. 

Foster knew the next move, but that 
mocking voice from the rear reminded 
him, “That iron hook was used by many 
an ancient embalmer. You should have 
no difficulty in removing her brain. . . 
Be careful you don’t spoil the shape of 
her nose ... A century ago Greenhill 
claimed that that method was not prac- 
ticable, but with patience, you can prove 
that the ancient writers were cor- 
POSE ee 

The nightmare finally ended. At least, 
she was now safe from Selim’s evil. 
fancies. 

Laying aside his grusome implement, 
Foster picked up the eviscerated body 
and carried it to the vat of natron, in 
which it was to soak until all the cor- 
ruptible tissue had been dissolved in the 
potent alkali. 

“It’s done,” he muttered, too exhausted 
to feel any more wrath or horror. 

“Buck up, man—a scholar and scientist 
should be impersonal about such things,” 
reproved Kane. “Wash up, and get your- 
self some rest.” 

Presently Kane led the way from the 
operating room and down a passageway 
toward the further end of the basement. 

“Here’s your room,” he announced. 
“There are plenty upstairs, but I’d bet- 
ter keep you where there will be less 
chance of your trying to grapple with 
live wires. Or get at the telephone.” 
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He left the apprentice-embalmer to 
survey the small, substantially furnished 
room which would have been occupied 
by a servant if the estate had been fully 
staffed. 

The worst of the task was over. Later 
Foster would have to pack the eviscerated 
cadaver with myrrh and cassia; bandage 
it, paint the wrappings with sacred texts. 
His acute revulsion subsided; but it was 
replaced by apprehension as to his own 
fate. Whatever Kane’s motive for fak- 
ing a mummy, there would be only one 
way of msuring silence. 

That thought persisted, worked its 
way into the troubled, feverish half 
sleep into which Foster finally worried 
himself. 


| Chace a long time he was not certain 

whether he was awake or asleep. Then 
he sensed that he was no longer alone. 
His wire-edged nerves gave him per- 
ception keener than normal. Something 
in the darkness beyond the door was 
seeking him. 

He was awake. He saw the bars 
blocked out against the moon glow that 
came in through the narrow window, 
close to the ceiling. He heard a scarcely 
perceptible rustling. Then the muted sigh 
of a hinge... 

He licked his dry lips. The sweat that 
suddenly cropped out on his forehead 
was chilling. He was trying to assure 
himself that that unknown woman could 
not have left her bath of natron. 

But it would be horrible to sce if she 
had! 

In the blackness of the doorway, Fos- 
ter discerned a blurred spindle of white- 
ness. He could neither move, nor cry 
out. He could only wait—wait—wait for 
that shape to come closer. 

It was a woman. Foster slumped back 
against the pillows, immeasurably re- 


lieved. Her hair was not black. It was 
gilded by vagrant moonbeams. 

Another pace. She moved with the 
fluent gait of a stalking panther. 

The unbearable suspense shattered 
Foster’s self-control. Every muscle in 
his body exploded in a flare of motion. 
He erupted from his bed, landing on his 
feet in the center of the room. 

“Oh—” An inarticulate gasp. It was 
Ida Kane. 

“Sorry,” he quavered, “but you startled 
me.” 

She wore a nightgown whose lustrous 
satin accentuated the flare of her hips, 
the incurve of her waist, the luxurious 
modeling of her long, shapely legs. The 
low yoke of it revealed glimpses of the 
moon-silvered splendor of her breasts. 

“I thought I could get close enough 
to awaken you without raising my voice,” 
she whispered. 

Her hand closed on his arm. She was 
tense, trembling. Unthinkingly Foster 
reached for the switch. Ida checked his 
hand. 

“Don’t. He’s out, and so is Selim; but 
Hassan is still in the house.” 

“For God's sake, what kind of a place 
it this?’ he demanded. 

“You are here to help make a syn- 
thetic mummy,” she began, seating her- 
self and drawing closer. He felt a shud- 
der ripple down her body as she con- 
tinued, “I know its horrible. But my 
husband’s late uncle, Dr. Eric von Blau- 
velt, was an Egyptologist. His last years 
were soured by his failure to find the 
inummy of Queen Hatshepsu. Maybe 
you've heard of him?” 


OSTER remembered the stubborn 
archeologist whose monograph tried 
to prove that the mummy of that lovely 
queen had been moved from her tomb 
and buried at Deir el Bahri. Unable to 
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substantiate his theories, he was dis- 
credited as a sensation-monger. He died, 
a wealthy crank with an ingrowing 
grudge. 

“The old doctor,” continued Ida, ““was 
enormously wealthy. The entire estate 


was placed in trust with the provision 
that his nephew could claim it if he 


vindicated his uncle’s reputation by find- 
ing the mummy of Queen Hatshepsu. 
Otherwise the estate would revert to the 
Cosmopolitan museum.” 


Suddenly he jerked clear of her em- 
brace. His fist smacked home... . 








“Hence the tailor-made queen? Cor- 
rect from the very inside to best X-ray 
examination ?” 

“Exactly,” affirmed Ida. “My husband 
is a chemist, not an archeologist. Simple, 
isn’t it?” 

“But you’re just as anxious to keep 
me here?” 

“That’s not the only reason,” she 
whispered, drawing closer. The shifting 
of the moonglow had begun to kiss the 
satin that clung to her legs, and the sheer 
beauty of their contours drove wrath 
from Foster’s mind. 

‘“He’s been planning this so long that 
he has embalming fluid in his veins in- 
stead of blood,” she continued. But that 
hint was not necessary. 

Foster found her lips, and as he drew 
her toward him, she murmured inarticu- 
larly and yielded to his embrace. Her 
breath was coming in short gasps that 
threw her breasts against him, and she 
clung as closely as his first glance had 
hinted she could. But when her eyelids 
fluttered open, Foster caught the flash of 
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crafty appraisal, and sensed that 1t was 
feigned ardor she offered. 

Yet the warmth and fragrance of her 
was a glowing substitute for the emotion 
she shammed. Foster’s revulsion faded. 
He plied her with savage kisses, chal- 
lenging her to maintain the pretense ... 
His insistance finally aroused her to an 
answering mood . . . Some of her was 
now genuine .. 


OU’LL stay, now, won't you?” she 

whispered, a long time later as she 
slipped from his ar:ns. “I could become 
ever so fond of you—” 

“You might try being frank with me,” 
countered Foster. 

“Still suspicious,” she reproached, 
“even after this? I watched him waste 
half a dozen years, abandoning business 
to attempt this wild goose chase. I hate 
him thoroughly—so do you—but carry 
on until the fake mummy releases the 
estate. I’ll get my share and you and I—” 

“Do you mean I’m to leave here 
alive ?”’ he countered. 

“Don’t be so stupid, Denis,” she re- 
proved. “Suppose you did betray the 
fraud? Could the world-famous Cosmo- 
politan Museum admit it was taken in 
by a home-made mummy? Those dusty 
archeologists couldn’t stand ridicule any 
more than Merrill’s uncle could.” 

Foster conceded that point; not be- 
cause that plausible statement had con- 
vinced him, but because by taking ad- 
vantage of her playfulness, he might 
trick her into revealing the location of 
the switch that controlled the live wires. 

“T’d better go now,” she resumed. 
“They'll be returning presently, and he 
might just happen to remember I’m alive 
... good night, darling...” 

As she became a shapely whiteness in 
the gloom, Foster grimaced and wiped 
the rouge from his lips. Once she was 


out of his arms, tie cordially hated her. 
And a moment later he was cauttousiy 
picking his way about the basement faby- 
rinth to devise the first steps toward 
escape from that nest of ghouls. 

He found an unstocked wine cellar, 
and next to it an empty storeroom. 
Finally, suppressing a shudder, he en- 
tered the laboratory. 

A doorway opened into a workshop. 
A mummy case was on the bench. Its 
painted hieroglyphs had been removed 
with a plane. The wood was anciert and 
yellow, and damaged. Lying near it was 
a plaster of paris cast which one of 
Kane’s Arab assistants had been using 
as a guide in reshaping the face on the 
lid. 

The face of the cast was cardioform, 
with a small, sweet mouth and a fine, 
haughty, thin-bridged nose. That pallid 
mask was a thing of exquisite loveliness ; 
and it was hauntingly familiar. 

A second look. Foster recognized the 
features of Queen Hatshepsu. Though 
her mummy had been lost, sculptured 
images had preserved her beauty for 
thirty centuries. 

But that mask had not been taken 
from any statue. The texture of the skin 
was plainly perceptible! It had been 
made from the face of a living Coptic 
girl, a descendant of the ancient Egyp- 
tians. Some four or five thousand of 
them still live in Cairo. 

Horror gripped him anew. Her facia! 
angle and the shape of her skull were 
those of the original natives of antique 
Egypt. If she were embalmed the fraud 
would be immeasurably strengthened. 

If Kane had thought of that— 

Foster, frozen by that possibility, 
glanced about. He saw that his employer 
had overlooked nothing. 

On the shelves of a cabinet in the cor- 
ner was half a dozen other masks, each 
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from the face of a lovely woman who 
approximated the necessary type; but 
none approached the classic perfection 
of the one that now served as a model. 

On some pretext or other, Kane had 
made casts of the candidates, and then 
selected the best of the lot. Nor could 
they all, by any stretch of coincidence, 
be suicides! He had looked at the face 
of one whose doom was written. 


Root spent the following day in 

the workshop, outlining the hiero- 
glyphs that were to be carved and painted 
on the sycamore mummy case from 
which Selim was removing all traces of 
its former occupant. 

That night, shortly after Selim served 
Foster’s meal in the basement, the Arab 
ran Kane’s car into the driveway; and 
presently he and the master were leav- 
ing the estate. Foster, however, could 
not resume his search for an avenue of 
escape. He had to wait for Ida’s pro- 
mised visit. 

Hours passed, but she did not appear. 
Perhaps hook-nosed Hassan’s vigilance 
kept her from the basement. 

Foster decided to risk absence from 
his room. There was one infallible way 
of lulling her suspicions! And by dint 
of pondering in the darkness, he had 
devised a way of passing the live wires. 

After an extended search of the work- 
shop he finally found a coping saw. Its 
hairlike blade, with delicate handling, 
would cut the charged wires, provided 
that he could insulate the grip. The linen 
for the bandages of the synthetic 
mummy, which were to be artificially 
aged after being applied, would serve if 
he could find some shellac to put on the 
strips as he wound them about the grip 
of the saw. : 

The search, however, was interrupted 
by the crunch of tires in the driveway. 


Kane was returning. 

Foster snapped out the light; but be- 
fore he could slip from the workshop to 
his own room, footsteps warned him. 
He took cover in the coal bin just as 
Selim and Hassan came down the stair- 
way from the ground level. They were 
carrying a woman. She was unconscious, 
but breathing: the girl whose face was 
the model for the portrait mask ! 

The past night’s work had been merely 
to check up on Foster’s technique as 
an embalmer. The Coptic girl would be 
the next occupant of the operating 
table. 

Kane, following them down the stairs, 
commanded, “Put her in the wine cellar.” 

Foster stealthily followed them. Kane 
locked the door of the wine cellar and 
the trio headed for the upper floor. 

The presence of Kane’s proposed vic- 
tim whipped Foster into a frenzy. His 
original plan rec‘tired time enough for 
the varnish to set. And in the mean- 
while, she would die. 

Despair, however, suggested a short 
cut. She herself would furnish the means 
of escape—if he could get to her. 

Forcing the heavy lock would be noisy. 
He entered the unlocked compartment 
next to the cellar. Closing the door be- 
hind him, he snapped on the light. There 
was a small ventilating port near the 
ceiling. It was guarded by heavy iron 
bars. Stacking up several empty packing 
crates, Foster climbed up to the level 
of the sill. The bars, though deeply set 
in the masonry, were old and corroded. 
If there was a similar grating guarding 
her cell, he might force it open and 
lift her out. A two-by-four would suffice. 

He shifted to descend from his pre- 
carious perch. That brought him face 
to face with an unexpected resource. 
Directly overhead was the _ conduit 
through which the house wiring ran 
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from one compartment to the next. The 
electricians had loosened blocks of 
masonry from their beds, chiseled out 
room for the conduit, and reset the 
stones; but they had not applied fresh 
mortar. 

Foster dislodged the block, then 
wormed his way through the narrow 
opening. He dropped to the floor, struck 
a match and found the switch. 

The prisoner lay on a narrow cot. The 
murky globe cast soft highlights from 
the sleek cruves of her silken legs, and 
gleamed fondly on the olive-tinted flesh 
that swept in an alluring line from her 
hose-tops to a frivolous froth of lace 
which held his glance in spite of his ef- 
forts to keep his mind on their peril. 


Le had not been harmed. Her gar- 
ments were not torn, and her slim 
throat and graciously curved shoulders 
and small, firm breasts were not bruised. 
Silk was an insulator. A handful of 
it would guard him against the live wires 
as he cut them. 

Her skirt would not. do, but her 
hosiery would. He unsnapped a garter. 

She stirred at his touch. He hastily 
drew her skirt into place, just as her 
eyes widened into long black opals of 
alarm. But sensing that Foster was not 
an enemy, she did not cry out. 

In response to her querying glance, 
he said, ““We’re both prisoners, but you 
can help us escape. How did they get 
you?” 

She told him that she was Nefeyda 
Malouf, and had lived in a tenement 
down in the Syrian quarter of New 
York. 

“But he has a plaster cast of your 
face,” Foster interrupted. 

“Oh—now I understand!” 

A week previous, a messenger had 
knocked at her door, pretending to de- 


liver a telegram. As she took his receipt 
book, an accomplice, entering from the 
rear of the room, throttled her scream. 
She remembered nothing but the sharp 
jab of a needle, followed by swift un- 
consciousness. 

“And when I came to,” she concluded, 
“I was terribly dizzy, but unharmed. 
Tonight, on my way from a movie, I 
was waylaid at the entrance of the house. 
A needle jab, just like the first time, and 
everything went black.” 

It was now quite simple: first a corpse 
from the morgue for Foster to practice 
on, and to lull his suspicion, then the 
best of the candidates that Kane had 
selected from the wax impressions which 
had relieved him of the necessity of 
bringing them to his house. 

“Tell me why I’m here,” urged 
Nefeyda. “For those two ruffians ?” 

He explained, then outlined his plan. 

“I have a saw that will cut the wires. 
But I need some silk—” 

“That’s easy!” She removed the simple 
black dress, and stood before him in a 
cream-colored slip that revealed every 
line of her shapely body. She shrugged 
clear of the shoulder straps and the 
garment cascaded about her ankles, ex- 
posing soft expanses of flesh the tint 
of time seasoned ivory. Nefeyda was 
lovelier than he had ever dreamed any 
woman could be. . 

But as she handed him the slip, he 
felt its texture and objected, “Lot of 
rayon in this. I’m liable to be blotted out 
in a puff of smoke if the juice kaks 
through—” 

“Well . . . this is all silk,” she de- 
clared, patting the filmy fabric that clung 
to her graciously curved hips. “And if 
there’s not enough of it, my stockings 
will help—” 

He turned away as she moved to shed 
the lacy froth that flirted with her garter 
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Foster lunged 

—caught 

Kane amid- 
ships. 


clasps. She laughed softly, and said, 
“You're awfully sweet, Denis. But if 
this doesn’t work, you'll see plenty of 
me in the operating room... Here’s the 
insulator...” 

As she thrust the warm silk into his 
hand, he saw that she resumed her dis- 
carded slip. 

And then Foster’s heart stood still. 
Thunder rumbled, and rain began spat- 
tering through the grating. 

“Good Lord!” he groaned, “I can’t 
work on those wires now! Once that 
silk gets wet, there'll be a short-circuit !” 

Nefeyda’s eyes mirrored his despair ; 


tM 





then she shrugged, and smiled, and mur- 
mured, “Then you'll have time to kiss 
me, Denis ... just in case we don’t ever 
get a chance at a rainy afternoon...” 

For a breathless moment they clung 
to each other, lip to lip. He felt her 
yielding to his embrace, felt the sudden 
rise of her firm young breasts, the 
ecstatic shudder that swayed her hips... 
and for a while they forgot the storm 
that had cheated them of their escape... 

“Stopped raining, darling,” she finally 
whispered. 





T had; and as the dripping from the 

eaves became slower, he abruptly thrust 
her aside and said, “You wait here. In 
case there is a slip, you'll not be in 
immediate danger. I’m too valuable to 
kill. If they catch me, they’ll assume I’m 
ignorant of your presence. So we'll have 
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another chance. But if Kane knows that 
I’m wise, it’s finish for two!” 

Without waiting to hear her protests, 
Foster leaped upward, caught the over- 
head conduit, and worked himself 
through the narrow opening. Presently 
he emerged from the basement and 
crept stealthily across the rain-drenched 
grounds. 

Before the first wire yielded, a cry 
from the basement warned Foster that 
Nefeyda was putting up a desperate 
fight. One of Kane’s thugs was already 
preparing her for the operating table! 
He dropped from his perch and dashed 
toward the stairway. 

As he bounded down the passageway, 
he heard gasps and shuffling feet, and 
wrathful exclamations in Arabic. Selim 
was throttling her outcries, but her nails 
were giving him hell, and her teeth more 
yet! Foster burst into the wine cellar. 
The door was half ajar. The burly Arab 
was still grappling with Nefeyda. Foster 
plunged headlong at the flurry of limbs 
that made up of the pinwheel in the 
corner. He landed, driving Selim clear 
of his victim. They crashed headlong 
against the masonry. 

Foster, though numbed by the impact, 
was on his feet as the Arab drew a 
knife. Foster’s foot lashed out, catching 
Selim on the jaw. He pitched bodily into 
a corner, and slumped flat, out for a 
long count. 

Foster jerked Nefeyda to her feet. 
“Maybe we can make it—there’s only 
two of them left.” 

He counted on the sound of the scuffle 
having been absorbed by the heavy par- 
titions; but as they cleared the furnace, 
Hassan came plunging down the stairs 
from the first floor. Foster whirled. The 
Arab leaped, landing like a leopard from 
an overhanging limb, bearing Foster 
to the floor. 


The shock hammered him breathless. 
He heard Nefeyda’s despairing shriek, 
a pounding of footsteps from overhead, 
felt his fist sink wrist deep into his oppo- 
nent’s stomach. Then his head seemed 
to burst into roaring flames. Though not 
entirely unconscious, he was paralyzed. 
and could make no resistance. The roar- 
ing in his ears finally became a mutter 
of voices. Selim and Hassan had him in 
hand. Kane had arrived, and was re- 
placing a nickel syringe into the pocket 
of his dressing gown. 


ih eestor lay inertly on the floor, 

her cress torn to ribbons, her bare 
legs bruised, her shoulders and arms 
clawed, her throat scratched. 

“Too bad, Foster,” was Kane’s ironic 
comment. “I had hoped you would be- 
lieve this was another specimen from the 
morgue, but unhappily you now know 
otherwise. Nevertheless, you will carry 
on. Selim’s interest in Nefeyda gives 
me a good way of enforcing my orders. 
You, father of a pig,” he said in Arabic, 
addressing Selim, “I'll blow your head 
off if you make another move to touch 
her, dead or alive.” 

Then, to Foster, “But at the first sign 
of a false move on your part, Selim will 
help himself, and Hassan also. She can- 
not escape the operating table, but if 
you behave, I might even give you two 
a farewell meeting. 

“Lock him up in the compartment 
next to the wine cellar, Selim.” ordered 
Kane. “Hassan, put the girl back into 
her cell.” 

As the door was locked behind him, 
Foster began to recover from the brutal 
battering. He painfully wormed his way 
through the opening that led into 
Nefeyda’s cell, and let himself into the 
darkened wine cellar. Removing his coat, 
he hung it over the barred ventilator, 
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then snapped on the light. He lifted 
Nefeyda from the floor and stretched 
her on the cot. 

Half an hour passed, and she began 
to recover from the anaesthetic. Foster 
caught her in his arms, chafing her bare 
limbs to restore circulation. But pres- 
ently, thrilling to the delicious contact 
of that exquisite body, he fiercely kissed 
her. Presently her eyes opened, and 
though she was still drugged, dazed, she 
snuggled closer, and murmured, “They 
won’t rob us of these few minutes, any- 
how.” 

Her arms closed about him, but be- 
fore love quite blotted out their wits, 
they heard a metallic scraping in the 
other compartment. Someone was al- 
ready seeking Foster. A moment of 
desperate surmise, then he leaped to the 
cot, and loosened the ceiling bulb in its 
socket. 

“They'll be in here next, but they 
can’t turn on the light,” he whispered. 
“Crouch in the corner. I’ll wait at the 
door jamb—’” 

The latch of the adjoining compart- 
ment clicked. His absence had already 
been noted; but there was no alarm. 
Someone was now fumbling at the door 
of the wine cellar. Foster awaited the 
encounter. 

IS attack, however, was_ not 

launched. He recognized Ida Kane’s 
perfume. Not having been there when 
he was imprisoned, his absence from 
the first compartment had not warned 
her. 

“Denis,” she whispered. 

“Not a word,” he warned. He drew 
her toward him, and kicked the door 
shut. She did not know he shared 
Nefeyda’s cell. If he could trick her into 
letting him know where the telephone 
was, escape would be more certain than 


cutting live wires. 

“You're taking an awful chance, aren’t 
you?” he whispered. 

“He won’t miss me,” Ida replied. “I 
pretended to ignore the disturbance. I 
had to see you, tell you not to do any- 
thing desperate. He won't dare harm 
you until the work is done. And I’m 
mortally afraid myself. I never imagined 
that this would lead to murder—oh, how 
I hate that beast—but if we do stay—” 

“You damn’ fool,” he cut in. “Do you 
think you will live through it?” 

Ida shuddered, clung closer. “We're 
not in immediate danger. We can expose 
him. After he’s got the estate.” 

“You can’t help that girl. It’s all I 
can do to save you. He’s so desperate and 
worried he doesn’t miss me. He doesn’t 
even suspect that I know about her.” 

Foster could not yet repulse her. She 
mistook his acceptance for assent. 

“T knew you would listen to reason,” 
she murmured. “You do care for me 
don’t you?” 

Foster assured her with a simmering 
kiss that made her heart beat perceptibly 
through her thin gown. 

“But I do wish you were in that 
other room,” she sighed. “It was ever 
so much more comfortable...” 

Foster’s wits refused to function. 
Nefeyda was witnessing the encounter. 
He couldn’t think of a stall to lead up 
to the matter of telephones and yet not 
betray his intent. Finally he jerked clear 
of her embrace. His fist smacked home. 
She went limp in his arms. Leaping to 
his feet, he struck a match. Ida was out 
cold. But the rooin was empty. 


EFEYDA had misunderstood his 
strategy! She had recklessly gone to 
her doom as he fondled Ida! Tearing 
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it. For a moment she thought it 

had been a dream. But then she 
realized that the ghostly music was still 
whispering across her bedroom’s dark- 
ness, like dead leaves stirred by slith- 
ering and spectral footsteps. A sudden 
inexplicable fright crawled maggot-like 
through Nelia Freeman’s marrow. 

She sat upright, stared across the 
blackness of the room. And then it 
seemed that her heart would burst from 
her breast. The music ceased, died away 
into silence. Now, with widened eyes, 
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[' HER sleep, Nelia Freeman heard 


Nocturne 


By ROBERT 
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Nelia percetved a Face looming before 
her— 

A haunting, glowing, ghastly green 
face, disembodied and sardonically leer- 
ing! Even as Nelia Freeman stared, the 
green-luminous face came slowly toward 
her. 

It seemed to float upon nothingness ; 
to advance bodilessly, like a greenish 
blob of horror. Its pointed beard drip- 
ped downward from a distorted mouth ; 
each separate hair of the trimmed goatee 
glowed with an individual, hellish lum- 
inescence. 


Two men had died—from 
the weird melody of the 
old violinist? Could. music 
thrust claws into the flesh 
of an innocent girl? 


In abysmal terror, Nelia shrank back- 
ward. Demoniac eyes were boring into 
her brain, her soul. 


cE was a nightmare, she tried to tell 

herself. It was an evil dream. She 
wanted to cry out, but she dared utter 
no sound; because of her father in the 
next room—kindly old David Freeman, 
crippled, paralyzed from the waist down. 
Doomed to spend his days in a wheel- 
chair, the old man also suffered a heart 
ailment which might bring death to him 
upon any sudden shock. — 

Then, suddenly, Nelia knew that it 
was no dream! Out of the surrounding 
blackness, cold, oysterish hands clutched 
at her. She felt bony, skeleton fingers 
pawing at her, tearing her thin robe de 
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nui, reaching for her taut, swelling 
breasts! And that nauseous green Face 
was lowering toward her; death-icy lips 
were pressing upon her mouth... ! 

A ghost-kiss! The kiss of some fan- 
tastic, evil chimera of insane unreality! 
The kiss of a wraith-mouth pressed 
frigidly against her bloodless cheek! 

Suppurating fear festered within 
Nelia Freeman’s cringing soul ; grew like 
a sarcoma en her pounding heart. Des- 
perately she tried to fight away the 
invisible hands which fondled and pawed 
at her naked body; the bony, skeletal 
fingers that were sadistically sinking into 
her nubile flesh— 

And then, in her ear, she heard a su- 
surrant whisper: “J am Death’s Noe- 
turne! I am the ghost of the music which 
slays?” 

Worms of terror churned in Nelia’s 
veins. In her desperation, she leaped 
from the bed; crouched like a hunted 
animal in a far corner of the room. And 
even as she crouched, the green-glowing 
Face vanished. 

Swaying, trembling, Nelia snatched 
up a negligee, raced to the French case- 
ment window of her room, sped out into 
the night. Only a plot of lawn separated 
her tiny cottage from the home of Mischa 
Obelonski, the world-famed violin vir- 
tuoso. And in Obelonski’s house lived 
John Holden, the man Nelia Freeman 
loved ; the man she was to marry. 

Holden was Obelonski’s piano ac- 
companist; his room was on the lower 
floor of the Obelonski’s mansion. As 
Nelia ran across the lawn, she spied a 
light in John Holden’s window; and 
she drew a sobbing breath of relief. She 
wanted the comfort of Holden’s kisses; 
wanted the protection of his masculine 
arms . 

Then, suddenly something again froze 
Nelia in her tracks. It was a wailing, 


whispering music—the music of Death’s 
Nocturne! The music that had awak- 
ened her a moment before! Now it 
seemed to mock and gibber at her—and 
it was floating from somewhere in the 
Obelonski house, sinisterly, maliciously. 


664 }H, God—!” Nelia moaned. As 
she spoke, the strains wailed into 
nothingness; and in that silence, the 
fear-fetters were loosed from Nelia’s 
muscles. Once more she plunged toward 
the lighted window of Holden’s room. 
She gained the window ; found it open. 
Trembling, swaying, she entered the 
chamber. 

Holden, clad in dressing-gown and 
slippers, was sitting in a chair, reading. 
At sight of Nelia, he sprang to his feet. 
“My dearest—!” he exclaimed. 

Then she was in his arms, fusing her- 
self upon his hard, masculine body. 
“John—beloved—!” she whimpered. 
And she poured out the story of her 
fright. 

Gently he enfolded her. “But it must 
have been a dream, a nightmare!” he 
soothed her tenderly. 

She drew back from him. “No! It 
was real!” she cried. “L-look!” And 
she allowed the front of her negligee to 
gape open, baring a flash of her delicious 
shoulders, the upper slopes of her 
breasts. 

She saw his gaze go to those revealed 
glories; saw him drinking in the beau- 
ty of her lustrous skin. Twin rising 
mounds of sweet perfection, her breasts 
were white hillocks unbelievably flaw- 
less. And above them, upon each snowy 
shoulder there now were faint blue 
bruises .... 

“Good God!” John Holden choked as 
his eyes widened. Then, with reverent 
fingers, he touched those blue discolora- 
tions on the pearly smoothness of her 
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flesh. . . . “Good God!” he repeated. 
“Can it be possible that music can have 
an embodied personality? Can that hell- 
damned nocturne assume form, shape 

.. and thrust its clutching claws into 
the flesh of an innocent girl... ?” 

. “It—it must be true!’ Nelia Freeman 
faltered. “I felt 1's bony hands touching 
Wie. f° 

Holden grew grim. “Obelonski was 
playing that nocturne a moment ago. 
Rehearsing it for tomorrow night’s con- 
cert. I heard him; so did you. Mother 
of saints—his playing must have sum- 
moned up some evil spirit... !” 

Then, once again, Nelia crept into 
Holden’s arms, snuggled wearily against 
him. She felt his lips fastening upon 
her tremulous mouth in a long, ardent 


kiss that erased all fear, all terror, from — 


her consciousness. Warm threads of de- 
sire were now wrapping and binding her 
soul to Holden’s as his arms comforted 
her, caressed her. Electric tingles seemed 
to leap from his strong masculinity into 
her passion-throbbing veins . . . 

He kissed her again upon the mouth; 
and then he kissed her throat, her shoul- 
ders, her arms. His breath was hot, 
sultry upon her flesh. .. An ache, a 
longing, engulfed her. . . 

And so, when he switched off the 
room’s single light, she made no protest ; 
she was content in the knowledge th-t 
she belonged to John Holden, body and 
soul, irrevocably and forever .. . 


ON the evening of that next day, 

Nelia and John Holden were in the 
music-room of Mischa Obelonski’s home. 
Facing them was Obelonski himself— 
tall, grey-haired, austere. 

The violinist spoke. “And you both 
would persuade me not to play Noc- 
turne Macabre tonight at my concert?” 

“Yes!” Holden answered doggedly. 


“You know the history of that music, 
Mischa. Two men have died while play- 
ing it as a violin solo on the concert 
stage.. And we've already told you how 
the nocturne summoned up an evil spirit 
last night while you were rehearsing it. 
An evil spirit that entered Miss Free- 
man’s cottage next door—” 

“Nonsense!” Obelonski said gruffly. 
“She had a bad dream.” 

“No!” Nelia Freeman protested swift- 
ly. “It vas no dream, Mr. Obelonski! 
It was real! Besides, that nocturne has 
already killed two men, just as John has 
reminded you. Two men—your most 
eminent contemporaries! Fernando Spa- 
nille and Gustav. Brunne—” 


UTSIDE the house, a storm was 

brewing ; seemed to gather intensi- 
ty as it approached. Spindrifts of rain 
scudded on the wind’s wings; jagged 
lightning stabbed wounds in the dark- 
ness of early night. Far thunder rum- 
oe 

Mischa Obelonski stared at Nelia as 
she spoke. His voice grew harsh. “Spa- 
nille and Brunne!. How I hated those 
men! How I delighted when they died!” 
As he spoke, sudden thunder growled 
outside, as -if to lend emphasis to the 
rancor in his tone. 

Nelia widened her eyes. “Hated 
them? But—I thought they were your 
friends !” 

Obelonski grinned mirthlessly. “They 
too, thought of me as a friend; did not 
suspect how much I despised them! We 
had all studied together, in the old days 
at Petrograd; studied under Leopold 
Czernich, greatest teacher of the violin 
the world will ever know.” He went to 
an escritoire, withdrew from a drawer 
a framed, time-yellowed photograph. He 
held it out. 

Nelia Freeman looked at the pictured 


82. 


SPICY MYSTERY STORIES 





face—the face of a middle-aged man, 
bearded, kindly. The great Leopold 
Czernich. And as she gazed at the pho- 
tograph, a crawling terror seized her. 
Tt was the same face that had visited 
her last night in her room! It was a 
picture of that wraith-like, luminous ap- 
parition which had struck horror into 
her soul! 

But before she could utter the fear- 
words that leaped to her lips, she heard 
Obelonski’s voice droning on.... 
“Leopold Czernich killed himself, twen- 
ty years ago, when his beautiful young 
wife died in child-birth. And after Czer- 
nich was dead, I grew to hate my fellow- 
students, Spanille and Brunne. I hated 
them, because one of them was respons- 
tble for the suicide of Czernich, whom 
I had loved as a father!” 

Something in the violinist’s tone, 
something in his flaring yellow eyes, 
sent a seething fear inching through Ne- 
lia’s veins. 

And Obelonski kept speaking in that 
bitter, hate-engendered voice... . “Just 
before Czernich’s wife died in child- 
birth, she confessed to him that the baby 
was not his. Its father was one of 
Czernich’s three students: tut the 
woman died before she could name the 
guilty man. A few days later, Leopold 
Czernich killed himself. Dying, he 
called down a curse upon the three who 
had been studying under him—of whom 
I was one.” 

“He cursed .... you?” Nelia whis- 
pered wonderingly. “Evea though you 
were .... innocent... ?” 

“Yes. I was innocent. Therefore I 
realized that the guilty man must be one 
of the others—either Spanille or Brun- 
ne. That’s why I hated them. That’s 
why I was glad when recently they died! 
Ah, yes—they both died while playing 
Nocturne Macabre. Music that is ac- 


cursed! Music which was composed by 
Leopold Czernich himself!” 


Ne drew close to Holden! sought 

the comfort of his closeness. She 
felt her sweetheart’s arm going about 
her waist, lending her strength. ... She 
licked her lips, spoke. “If—if you know 
that those men were killed by the noc- 
turne, why do you insist on playing it 
tonight ?” 

Obelonsky smiled grimly. “I have no 
fear of that nocturne. In my heart I 
know I was innocent in that affair of 
twenty years ago. Why, then, should I 
fear the fate which overtook Brunne 
and Spanille?’” He turned to Holden. 
“Come, friend Holden. We are due at 
the auditorium in an hour. Let us re- 
hearse the Nocturne Macabre once 
more.” 

Unwillingly, Holden released his 
grasp of Nelia’s hand; went to the grand 
piano. He sat down; his fingers caressed 
the black notes, drew from them a weird, 
dissonant, chilling chord which matched 
the black dread crawling in Nelia’s heart. 

Obelonski picked up his priceless An- 
drea Amati violin, swept the bow across 
the singing strings. And now the room 
was filled with wailing, ululant sound, 
plaintive and mysterious, full-throated 
and yet strangely muted. It was a noc- 
turne such as no mortal man _ should 
ever have penned; a thing of grisly, 
sobbing, impassioned evil—a mocking 
and malevolent melody of madness, 
without orthodox form. 

Higher and higher the sinister melody 
mounted, rippling icily through the 
crevices of the room, sending clammy 
tentacles of ectoplasmic dread seeking 
into Nelia Freeman’s heart. Showering 
cascades of demon-gibbering notes 
sprayed from Obelonski’s genius-guided 
bow, like dancing specters gloating.... 
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Then came the climactic, cataclysmic “Daddy! Daddy!” Nelia 
ron 8 en Aire aert than toaiied shrieked in horror as the 
ale—a rasping discord which leape skigeaber le ee 
















upward to a keening vibrato almost too 
high in pitch for the human ear to grasp. 
John Holden's hands crashed down 
savagely on the thunderous bass— 
And at that precise instant, a parox- 
ysm of bluish lightning bashed down 
out of the rain-drenched outer sky, shat- 
tered the air into shards of hellish bril- 
liance. The blasting detonation of 
thunder that followed was a booming ex- 
plosion of demoniac sound. Abruptly, 
glass smashed mward.... 
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“Oh, God—!” Nelia shrieked insane- 
ly. “Look—!” She pointed toward the 
shattered window. 


HERE, staring into the room 
through the smashed pane, was a 
hell-grey Face—bearded, evil, snarling 
with soulless fury! The face which had 
gibbered at Nelia in her room last night. 
The face of Leopold Czernich, the violin- 
teacher who had been dead twenty years! 
As Nelia stared at those bloated, pu- 
trescent features, they vanished abrupt- 
ly, horribly ; as if swallowed in the gullet 
of the black storm. At the same instant, 
Mischa Obelonski dropped his violin to 
the floor. Simultaneously, Holden 
leaped from the piano, raced toward the 
smashed window. Rain was pelting into 
the room, and the wind wailed mocking- 
ly. But the outer darkness was now 
void, empty. Overhead, receding thun- 
der rumbled _ sarcastically—like the 
laughter of the amused gods of dark- 
HESS. 0 yates 

A great, festering fear was upon 
Nelia, searching the secret rooms of her 
soul, filling her veins with a slime of 
terror. That corpse of Czernich had 
been summoned up from hell by the 
black necromancy of Nocturne Maca- 
bre! She turned to Obelonski. “Now 
do you understand?” she whispered. 
“That music—it’s evil, haunted! You 
dare not play it!” 

“But I shall play it!” Obelonski an- 
swered grimly. He picked up his 
dropped Amati violin, looked at it. 
“Damn!” he muttered. “The bridge is 
cracked !” 

John Holden came to him, took the 
instrument. “I’ll have Miss Freeman’s 
father repair it; there’s time enough. 
And he’s an expert violin-maker, you 
know, even though he is paralyzed from 
the waist.” 


Obelonski nodded dully, as if his 
thoughts were far away. Holden, still 
carrying the violin, went to Nelia, 
“Come, my sweet,” he whispered. 

And so Nelia went with the man she 
loved, out into the night. They raced 
across to the little cottage which Nelia 
shared with her father; entered the tiny 
house. 


Ly’ ID FREEMAN was in the front 
room, in his wheel-chair—a _ thin, 
smiling, gentle old man. “Hello, John,” 
he greeted Holden. “Are you and Nelia 
ready to go to Obelonski’s concert ?” 

Nelia answered. “Not quite, daddy. 
Mr. Obelonski had an accident—broke 
the bridge of inis violin. We hoped you 
could mend it in time—’” 

The old man took the violin, studied 
it. His eyes widened with childish de- 
light. “An Andrea Amati, circa 1520!” 
he exclaimed softly. “Beautiful! I’ve got 
one exactly like it.” 

“Can you fix this one, daddy?” Nelia 
asked, 

“Of course. In about five minutes.” 
Holding the violin, the old man wheeled 
himself out of the room. Nelia waited, 
with her sweetheart by her side; and 
soon after, her father returned. He 
handed the violin to Holden. “Good 
as new,” he smiled gently. 

“Thank you, sir,” John Holden said. 
Then he and Nelia left the cottage, raced 
back to the adjoining Obelonski’s man- 
sion. A little later, Nelia and Holden 
and Mischa Obelonski drove toward the 
auditorium where the concert was to be 
held .... 


HE theater was packed, despite the 
rain. Back-stage, Holden placed a 
chair for Nelia. “I want you here, dar- 
ling,” he whispered, “where I can watch 
you while I’m playing Mischa’s accom- 
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paniment.” There seemed to be a trace 
of grimness in his voice—a grimness 
which was not lost on Nelia. 

She shuddered close to him in the 
semi-darkness of the wings. 

He held her for a brief moment; 
kissed her, and the touch of his chest 
on her lovely breasts through the dress 
was balm to her nerves. The contact 
thrilled her, eased the vague fears which 
had assailed her. She closed her eyes, 
held up her red mouth for his kiss.... 
a kiss that brought back the remembered 
ecstasy of last night.... 

Then she sat down; saw her sweet- 
heart walk out upon the stage and sit at 
the waiting piano. Obelonski strode out 
from the far wings, tuned his precious 
Amati. The curtain rustled upward, 
and applause pattered from beyond the 
footlights. 

Obelonski raised his violin to his chin. 
John Holden’s fingers struck the black 
keys ; and the first weird, minor wails of 
Nocturne Macabre went sobbing 
through the packed hall. 

Faster, higher, the melody soared. Its 
demoniac ululations were like gibbering 
curses of tortured ghosts. To Nelia’s 
ears Obelonski’s tone was mellower to- 
night—mellower, more weird, more hell- 
ishly unearthly. The nocturne rasped 
into its keening, discordant finale; 
shrieked upward to the soaring reaches 
of high pitched madness— 

“Oh, my God!” Nelia sudderily cried 
cut in horror. Out upon the stage, just 
as Holden’s hands crashed down upon 
the thunderous bass notes of the piano, 
something had happened— 

Mischa Obelonski had toppled, fallen 
face-downward on the stage, just behind 
the footlights. He was lying there in 
sinister stillness, while a trickle of crim- 
son seeped from his nostrils! 

Pandemonium rose up from the audi- 


ence—shrieks, cries, curses. The curtain 

rustled downward. Nelia saw Holden 

racing toward the fallen violinist, feel 

for Obelonski’s pulse-beat ; and then she 

heard her sweetheart’s harsh cry— 
“He’s dead!” 


HE hour which followed was a dull 

nightmare of police routine; of doc- 
tors and detectives and questions. Then 
came the announcement: Obelonski had 
died of a ruptured blood-vessel in the 
brain—even as Fernando Spanille and 
Gustav Brunne had died before him 
while playing Nocturne Macabre! 

Nelia clung to John Holden. “How 
could it have happened?” she moaned. 
“He played that nocturne earlier to- 
night—rehearsed it—and it did him no 
RAMs ao 

“But it summoned up the ghost of 
Leopold Czernich!’’ Holden answered 
grimly. Then he tensed as he remem- 
bered another thing. “God!” he whis- 
pered. “That same specter visited you 
last night, Nelia! Perhaps you, too, are 
in danger... !” 

“But how can that be?” she shrank 
back, her blue eyes wide with fear. 

“tT don’t know,” Holden = grated. 
“Come! I’m going home with you, my 
sweet! I’m going to stay with you; 
protect you; hold you; keep you from 
whatever hellish harm might come—!” 

He picked up Obelonski’s violin, put 
the instrument in its plush-lined case. 
Then he led Nelia out of the concert- 
hall; out into the storm-lashed night to 
his parked coupe. 

They drove in silence to Nelia’s cot- 
tage, their tongues stilled by the chilling 
fear that hovered over them. And when 
at last they entered Nelia’s home, she 
seemed to sense that the sinister pall of 
dread was closing in, thickening about 
eee ae 
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The cottage was silent, dark. Nelia 
pressed the light-switch so that the front 
room was bathed in soft yellow glow. 
Tremblingly she raised her voice: 
“Father—” 

Abruptly, from old David Freeman’s 
workroom in the rear of the house, there 
came a sudden rending crash. A harsh 
voice rose in ululant, demoniac laughter. 

The voice of that ghostly apparition 
which had visited Nelia the night before, 
in her own bedroom! She recognized 
those malignant, rasping inflections .... 
heard the hell-spawned horror of grat- 
ing words .... “Yes! I’ve killed you, 
David Freeman! Just as I killed Mischa 
Obelonski tonight! And now—your 
daughter will die!” 


66¢YOD ALMIGHTY!” Holden 

choked as he listened. He leaped 
at the door leading into Freeman’s work- 
room. 

It was locked. He backed off, gath- 
ered his hard sinews, smashed into the 
closed portal. His shoulder splintered 
the thin wood, bashed it inward. He 
flung himself across the threshold, stared 
into the tiny workroom. His eyes 
widened. “Mr. Freeman—!” he panted. 

The old paralytic lay outstretched 
upon the floor, alongside his overturned 
wheel-chair. There was a trickle of 
crimson drooling from his flaccid lips; 
his eyes were open, staring, sightless. 

Nelia shrieked out a cry of horror, 
hurled herself past Holden, went to her 
knees at her father’s fallen form. ‘“Dad- 
dy—daddy—-” she moaned. 

John Holden’s gaze swept the little 
room. He saw no other presence there; 
but he felt something malign, sinis- 


ter... . Then Nelia turned her white 
face toward him. “Daddy—I th-think 
he’s d-dead .. . !” she whimpered. 


“Tl phone a doctor!” Flolden clipped 


out. He turned, slammed back into the 
living room, picked up the telephone. 
He unforked the receiver, rattled the 
hook savagely. 

The line was silent, dead! 

Even as Holden realized that the wires 
must have been put out of commission 
by the storm, he heard a sudden gasping 
wail from old Freeman’s workroom. A 
wail of slithering terror; a wail choked 
off in mid-breath. Then... . silence! 

“God!” Holden panted. He hurled 
the telephone from him, launched him- 
self across the living-room towara the 
splintered doorway at the rear. 

Into the workroom he plunged. Then 
he brought up short, frozen into im- 
mobility. He felt an abrupt wave of hor- 


ror frothing in his belly .. . . David 
Freeman’s body had vanished as if into 
thin air. And Nelia— 


Nelia, too was gone! 


| ee a single instant, Holden was pet- 
rified; then, swiftly, he began a 
search of the little workroom. He opened 
its single closet; found nothing. He 
started to back out of the closet— 

Ar-r-rgh! As he turned, he came face 
to face with the bearded and _ hellish, 
fiend-spawned specter of the long-dead 
Czernich! Corpse-grey, bloated, snarling, 
the apparition leaped demoniacally at 
Holden. Something bright, metallic, 
glittered through the air... 

Holden tried to avoid the blow; but 
it caught him on the temple, sent a cas- 
cading riptide of agony through his 
numbed brain. Blazing blinding lights 
stabbed at his eyeballs; pain spread like 
a virulent torture through every fiber 
of his being. He fell forward into a 
bleak infinity of black emptiness .. . 


HEN he awakened, he could not 
move. His ankles, his wrists, his en- 
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tire body was tightly fettered. He opened 
his eyes, stared . . . and drew a sobbing 
breath. 

He was tied to a chair, trussed with 
length after length of cord. He was in 
the living-room of Nelia’s cottage. And 
—oh, God!— “Nelia!” he tried to cry 
out through his gag... 

Over in the far corner, his lovely 
Nelia was crouching. Her dress had been 
ripped, half torn from her sweet body 
as if she had struggled wildly, madly, 
in the grasp of some unutterable horror- 
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fiend. Her firm breasts were semi-nude, 
panting ... In her trembling hands she 
held a violin, a bow... 

Before her stood the solid specter of 
Leopold Czernich, bearded and gloating 
and terrifying. He held a long leather 
lash in his right hand ; and as his fingers 
twisted savagely, the tip of the lash 
traced worm-like patterns on the floor. 

“The music is before you on the 
stand!’ the bearded specter snarled. 
“Play it! Your father taught you to 
fiddle ; very well—play those notes! Play 
my beautiful Nocturne Macabre!” 

“No—no!” Nelia shrieked. She tried 
to cover her breasts with the violin. 

“But you shall play it!” the specter 
rasped. “This is my ultimate moment 
of revenge—and you will play that 
melody of death!” 

“Why ... why do you _ torture 
me... ?” the girl gasped as she swayed. 

“Why? Why, you ask me?” the 
bearded, solid wraith laughed ululantly, 
fiendishly. “I will tell you! It is because 
you look so much like your mother— 
she who was my own wife! She who 
died while giving you birth, twenty years 
ago!” 

“T—I don’t understand—!” 

“How could you understand? How 
could you know that you were the 
daughter of Leopold Czernich’s unfaith- 
ful wife? How could you guess that 
your real father was one of Czernich’s 
students—either Spanille, or B-unnc, or 
Obelonski?” The corpse-grey ghost 
chuckled weirdly. “Your mother died as 
penalty for her sin. Then I killed myself, 
to escape from her damning shame. But 
I returned from the grave! Yes! I re- 
turned, and with my music I have killed 
Spanille and Brunne and... tonight... 
I killed Obelonski. By killing all three, 
I know I have revenged myself on the 
right one. That part is over. The task 


is finished. There remains just one more 
thing—your death!’ He raised the whip. 
“Now... play my Nocturne Macabre!” 


OUND to his chair, Holden wnithed 

impotently. Now he knew the answer 
to what had happened. Leopold Czernich 
had returned from death to wreak re- 
venge upon all three of his violin-pupils 
of twenty years ago. And now the ap- 
parition was about to slay Nelia Free- 
man—Nelia, who. was the child of Leo- 
pold’s Czernich’s erring wife! 

“TI—I won't play it!” he heard Nelia’s 
moaning sob. 

“We shall see!” the bearded specter 
snapped the whiplash upward. It hissed 
through the air like a striking snake; 
its lashing tip bit into Nelia’s white, un- 
clad shoulders. She screamed as the 
agony ate into her consciousness; 
screamed—and Czernich struck again. 

Raw red welts raised like writhing 
serpents on the girl’s flesh. She sobbed 
under the torture; tried to avoid the 
licking lash. But she was cornered ; there 
was no escape. Time after time the 
leather whip kissed her tender flesh, her 
shoulders ... And then... 


And then, while Holden recoiled in 
helpless horror, Nelia falteringly raised 
the violin to her chin. “I—TI'll play ... !” 
she moaned. “Don’t... hit me... 
again...” 

She drew the bow across the singing 
strings of the violin; and the first wail- 
ing notes of Nocturne Macabre cascaded 
icily, in brittle discord, through the room. 
Higher, higher, the hellish music leaped 
and soared— 

Holden strained at his fetters. God! 
If Nelia played that maligant music 
through to its finale, she would die— 
even as Obelonski had died earlier that 
night ! 
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Then, abruptly, Holden saw a possible 
avenue of escape. 

It was a flimsy chair to which he 
had been trussed; a spindly thing, rick- 
ety and insecure. With berserk fury, 
John Holden flung himself backward. 

The chair went crashing, toppling. It 
overturned. Holden’s head struck the 
floor; the blow numbed him, dazed him 
for a split-instant. But even in his daze, 
he knew that every second was precious. 

He strained. The chair had split apart, 
broken, as it fell. And now, by slipping 
his bonds down over the splintered 
pieces, John Holden was freed! Like a 
flash, he shook off the loose coils of 
cord; leaped to his feet. He roared a 
cursing challenge— 

Roared, and hurled himself full at 
the solid apparition of Czernich. 


The corpse-faced one turned; saw 
him coming; tried to elude his mad 
charge. But Holden was on him now; 
there was no avoiding his frenzied rage. 

There was the dull thud of flesh on 
flesh, sinew upon sinew. A great amaze- 
ment was racing through Holden’s soul. 
This man was real—solid—flesh and 
bone! He was no ghost! 

And as Holden bashed his knuckles 
full into the bearded man’s mouth, 
Nelia dropped her violin and sagged to 
the floor in a faint. 

“You've killed her with that hell- 
damned music!” John Holden rasped. 
Again he lashed out with his fists, 
hammered his iron-hard knuckles into 
Czernich’s blood-pulped mouth, The 
bearded man _ staggered backward, 
swayed—sagged into a crumpled heap. 

Then Holden leaped at Nelia, swept 
her up into his cradling arms. “Beloved 
—darling—!” he panted. He kissed the 
hollow of her throat; kissed her eyes, 
her lips... 


Her eyes fluttered open. “John... 
dearest...” she whispered. 


GHEE was alive! She had played that 

devil-orgy of music called Nocturne 
Macabre completely to its finale! And 
thus she had escaped the fate which had 
been plotted for her! 

Holden left her for a moment, sprang 
back toward the man he had punched 
into unconsciousness. He leaned over, 
snatched away the false beard and wig— 

Snatched away the loathesome, grave- 
like disguise, and disclosed the features 
of David Freeman, Nelia’s supposed 
father! The man who was supposed to 
have been a helpless paralytic! 

Freeman opened his eyes as Holden 
closed vise-like fingers over his withered, 
evil throat. The old man choked, spat 
blood— 

“Damn your foul soul, Freeman!” 
Holden rasped. “It was you, all the time! 
You were the one who haunted Nelia’s 


room last night! You made up your 


face to resemble Leopold Czernich; 
painted your features with luminous 
make-up! You weren’t a paralytic at all! 
And this evening, you appeared at Obe- 
lonski’s window during the storm, to 
frighten Obelonski into dropping his 
violin so that you could repair it. So 
that you could do something to the in- 
strument which would cause it to bring 
death!’ 

Again Freeman gasped, choked, 
coughed up a spew of frothy crimson. 

John Holden went on, savagely. 
“When Nelia and I came into this cot- 
tage a while ago, you were alone in your 
workroom. You crashed your wheel- 
chair to the floor, pretended there was 
someone in there with you, gloating over 
your supposed death. That’s how you 
lured us into that room. We found you 

(Continued on page 114) 
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It would have been sim- 
ple to have let the knife 
— slip, but his hand was firm 

|. and steady. 
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Girls died from his inhuman crimes. And when 
he was condemned to death, only one doctor 
objected. ‘Who should inherit the beast-brain? 


Would it survive the execution? 


before the macabre horror of them Logan Westerman’s vile, tainted body 

bores into my brain like fat, yellow is still warm on the mortician’s marble 
maggots and curses me with the mad-_ slab. I can, with amazing clarity, hear 
90 


| HASTEN to set down these words ness that spawned them. 


4 $ hy 
wi Al 


—— 
~S— - 
} 


ARK ues | | 


the last inhuman scream that escaped 
his lips before he slipped into the blessed 
darkness from which there is no earthly 
return. 

From where I sit as I write, I can 
see Alva Westerman in the deep grip of 
a morphia-induced slumber. She is asleep 
on my bed in my room. Her hands have 
forced the covers down below the entic- 





ing swell of her breasts. The diaphan- 
ous chiffon of her nightgown lends added 
beauty to the pink and white perfection 
of her skin. 

I am tempted, as my eyes drink in the 
curved loveliness of her bosom and the 
violet sheen of her throat, to steal softly 
to her side and press my hungry lips 
to her perfumed flesh. The right is mine. 
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Soon Alva will be my wife. The hideous 
shackles that have chained her to a beast 
have been forever parted. No longer 
will her days be tortured and her nights 
shot through with terror. 

I have gone through the mad pits of 
hell to earn this reward. I have seen a 
man turned into a monster; a human 
made beast ; a brain twisted and polluted 
until it harbored only thoughts of evil 
and bestiality, passion and death. I have 
looked into the pale of a life beyond 
life and the hideousness of what I have 
seen preys on my mind. I must tell all. 


iG IS almost four years to the month 
since Alva Blake, as slim and lovely 

as a wood nymph, was joined in holy 

matrimony to Logan Westerman. 

At the time, there were those who re- 
garded the marriage as a triumph for 
Alva, and those who were free in vo‘c- 
ing their disapproval of a May-Decem- 
ber union. Alva was twenty-one and 
Logan Westerman nearing forty. True, 
Westerman was close to being a million- 
aire by virtue of a successful law practice 
devoted to criminal cases. In fact, on 
a number of occasions the State had en- 
gaged his services as a special prosecutor 
at a large fee. And yet, despite mone- 
tary affluence and enviable position in 
life, the difference in their ages afforded 
Mrs. Grundy a Roman holiday of gossip 
and clucking chit-chat. 

A third group of people, all male and 
select, would have regarded Alva’s mat- 
trimonial step as the wrong thing, no 
matter who the groom happened to be. 
They were the young men who had al- 
ways dreamed of leading Alva to the 
altar; who had seen her come out of the 
cocoon of gangling adolescence and de- 
velop into deep-breasted maturity. They 
were the young men who had escorted 
Alva to proms and parties; who had 


stolen surreptitious kisses; who had 
walked on pink clouds for weeks after 
knowing her sweetness; who went 
through life with the vision of her always 
before them. 

I was one of them; so I know. Not 
even time will erase the memory of what 
I thought to be our last close meeting 
in the spring-fragrant garden behind the 
Blake house. 

I held her in my arms and felt the 
beat of her heart beneath the warm cush- 
ion of her breast. I ran my lips over 
the curve of her throat, breathing in the 
sweet essence of her. Blood rushed te 
my head, whirling like mad and throb- 
bing against my temples. The heat of 
her body transmitted itself to mine, pene- 
trating my skin and whipping my blood 
to a feverish temperature. 

Then she told me. In hushed, whis- 
pered accents, her breath touching my 
lips, her breasts soft and warm on my 
chest as I held her in the close cradle of 
my arms, she told me how it was im- 
perative that she marry Logan Wester- 
man. Told me how it was the only way 
of saving her family from poverty. 

I begged her to think of her own life, 
her own future, but I knew it was hope- 
less. She was too big to be selfish. 


inion wedding was an impressive af- 

fair. Bride and groom left immedi- 
ately for Europe. When they returned, 
their castle of a home was ready for 
them. 

I was invited to an evening of bridge 
soon after. The torture of watching 
Logan Westerman’s obvious display of 
affection toward Alva, ruined the eve- 
ning for me. Not only did I resent 
Westerman because I imagined he had 
stolen what was rightfully mine, but I 
resented him physically. He was too 
suave and too sure of himself. His cold, 
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gray eyes gave one the impression that 
the mind behind them was always a step 
ahead of you. His lips were sensual and 
he worked them nervously, making the 
thin, ash blonde mustache writhe like a 
worm. 

When I left the house I walked in the 
snow for an hour, lifting my face to the 
stinging cold of the flakes. 

Another invitation came but I refused 
it. I threw myself into my work at the 
hospital with only one objective in view. 
I wanted, more than anything else, to 
be chosen as assistant to Dr. Mark Goe- 
thals, the brain surgeon. Ever since 
graduating from medical school I had 
planned a specialized career. When I 
came into contact with Goethals at the 
hospital, I knew, then and there, that 
my life work would be with the human 
brain, that delicate, inexplicable structure 
which is the dynamo of the soul. 

Day by day my admiration for Goe- 
thals increased. There was no fanfare or 
bluster about him, despite that his fingers 
possessed God-given skill. I had seen 
him go into a trepanned skull and re- 
move a cerebral growth where just the 
most minute slip of a razor sharp in- 
strument would mean instant death for 
the patient. 

And strangely, his body was almost 
gross. Over six feet and built propor- 
tionately, he lumbered rather than walk- 
ed. Facially, he was ugly. A bristling, 
brownish-gray mustache, a nose that was 
a pink-veined bulb. . . . You would have 
imagined him an alcoholic derelict if 
you had not seen his slim hands working. 

Each year he picked a man from the 
staff to spend the following twelve 
months in his office. You were certain 
of success if Mark Goethals chose you. 

You can well imagine my thrill when 
I was chosen. The news came from 


Goethals himself with characteristic curt- 
ness. 

“If you wish, Milicr, you may come 
as my assistant for the next year.” 

If I wished! I am certain my glowing 
eyes betrayed me. “I’m honored, sir!” 
I gasped. 

He dismissed the matter with a cur- 
sory wave of his hand. Nothing but the 
succoring of life was important to Goe- 
thals. 


HE year passed all too swiftly. When 

it drew to an end, I kept praying that 
tine would stop so that I might be with 
this genius of the gifted fingers until I 
had soaked in all that he had to teach 
me. My prayer was answered. Time did 
not stop, but during the last month of 
my year, Goethals approached me. 

“Tf you wish, Miller,” he said casually, 
“you may stay on. I believe you are the 
man I have been seeking. Soon we will 
have very important work to do. I 
should like you to assist me, providing 
you have no other plans.” 

I came within a hair’s breadth of 
throwing my arms about his bull neck 
and kissing him. Needless to say I ac- 
cepted the boon before he could change 
his mind. 

Somehow, the “important work” 
never developed. I knew better than to 
mention it to Goethals. When the time 
came, he would tell me. Gradually, by 
being in such close touch with him, my 
own skill with the knife developed to a 
marked degree. Goethals began turning 
important cases over to me. When they 
were handled well, his sole comment 
was: “Good, Miller.” When something 
went wrong and [ lost the patient, he 
would say nothing. 

Both medically and spiritually, time is 
a healer. So engrossed had I become in 
my work and my association with Mark 
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Goethals that my heart wound healed. 
At intervals, when I met Alva accident- 
ally, the scar tissue would bother me. 
She was now even more beautiful than 
she had ever been. Full, gracious matur- 
ity had come to her. Her body was a 
symphony of rhythmic curves, dominated 
by deep, lovely breasts and sweeping, 
lyred hips. 

There were rumors that her marital 
life was no bed of roses. Logan Wester- 
man was cruel and demanding. A wife 
and a hostile witness were one and the 
same to him. He browbeat both. 

I was thrown into close contact with 
Logan Westerman almost three and a 
half years after his marriage to Alva. It 
had to do with the arrest and imprison- 
ment of one, Elliot Simmons, a hopeless 
maniac, a veritable modern Jack the 
Ripper, charged with three bestial mur- 
ders, too horrible even to describe. An 
assault on a young girl of good family 
led to his arrest and apprehension, with 
the subsequent discovery of all his other 
crimes, 


F aibembeacnae uncle of the twisted 

youth came on from California to 
aid in his defense. Logan Westerman 
had already been engaged by the State 
to prosecute Simmons. Public feeling ran 
high against the cringing beast and peo- 
ple were crying for his blood. 

Simmons’ lawyers approached Dr. 
Goethals with the request that he ex- 
amine the accused, as an alienist and 
medical expert for the defense. Unwill- 
ingly, since criminology was not one of 
his interests, Goethals accepted the case, 
sending me first to interview Simmons 
in jail. 

I came away from the gray stone walls 
with a sense of horror and disgust. There 
was no question in my mind but that 
Simmogys’ brain was foul with the pus 
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of degeneracy ; that his was an advanced 
case belonging to abnormal psychology. 
The manner in which he described the 
commission of his. various criminal acts 
was the mouthing only of a demented 
man. 

Goethals’ professional curiosity was 
piqued when I returned with the report. 
He made it his business to pay Simmons 
a personal visit of almost a day’s dura- 
tion. On his return to the office he called 
me into conference. 

“An interesting case, Miller,” he said, 
placing the tips of his slender fingers 
together. “I should like to go into his 
skull. Off-hand, I should say his brain 
would make interesting study.” 

“Then you don’t think him responsible 
for his acts?” 

“No more than a babe in arms. I shall 
so testify.” 


E DID, but to no avail. Like a lash- 

ing, cutting whip, Logan Wester- 
man’s tongue twisted Goethals when he 
took the stand in the sniveling prisoner’s 
behalf. For all the knowledge that was 
literally at his finger-tips, Goethals was 
helpless. Logan Westerman cut him 
down with the sharp rapier of his bit- 
ing, insinuative questions. If Mark Goe- 
thals could have taken that judge and 
jury to his operating room and shown 
them with his inspired fingers what he 
could not tell them with his lips, it might 
have been different. . 

As it was, we all knew Elliot Sim- 
mons was doomed. The jury remained 
out only an hour. They returned a ver- 
dict of murder in the first degree. When 
it came in, Goethals left his seat and 
walked to the front of the court. 

“T want to tell you, Westerman,” he 
said slowly, “that you are sending a help- 
less creature to his death. Science might 
save him. You are killing him.” 
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I watched Logan Westerman’s face. 
His thin lips smiled faintly, contemptu- 
ously. 

“Some day I will prove to you,” Dr. 
Goethals added, “that this poor unfor- 
tunate is to be pitied, not censured.” He 
turned without another word and walked 
from the courtroom. 

I was surprised to notice the interest 
Goethals displayed as the case went from 
one court to another on appeal, each one 
of which was denied. Finally, the day of 
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Even the wildest flights of a deranged imag- 
mation could not picture the ruined, broken 


girls he left behind him. 






execution was set. I remember driving 
by the hill that led to the huge gray 
State prison and noticing the line of cars 
crawling up like caterpillars. It was sick- 
ening to see how the morbidly curious 
flocked to an execution. The chances 
were that not one of a hundred would 
get inside the prison walls, but they 
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came anyway, just to be near where a 
man was waiking his last mile. There 
was a rumor that you could hear the 
crackling of the electrodes and smell the 
searing of human flesh if you flattened 
yourself against the stone barricade next 
to the death house. 

That morning, Dr. Goethals had left 
early for an unannounced destination. 
He returned late in the afternoon. His 
face was set in hard lines and his eyes 
were strangely heavy. He offered no 
reason for his unusual conduct so I 
asked for none. 

As darkness fell, he called me into his 
private office. “I shall be busy tonight, 
Miller,” he said. “I do not need you.” 

That was all. I left the office, wonder- 
ing whether the execution of Elliot Sim- 
mons was preying on his mind. I dis- 
missed the thought as fantastic and, since 
it was the first evening I had had free 
for some time owing to laboratory work, 
I took in a picture show. 

‘Returning to my one-room apartment 
I heard the telephone ringing as I let 
myself in. I lifted the receiver. 

“Hello?” 

A feminine voice, high-pitched, 
screaming, knifed over the wire. “Bob! 
Something terrible has happened!” 

I recognized Alva’s voice. “What is 
it, Alva?” 

“Come!” she cried. “Quickly !” 


TOOK a cab to the Westerman home. 

There was an ambulance and a phy- 
sician’s car at the door. A butler met 
me and led me to a second floor bed- 
room. Alva was leaning against the door 
jamb. Her lithe, lovely body trembled 
like a leaf. Her eyes were red. 

“What happened, Alva?’ I questioned. 

She pointed inside the bedroom. I 
stepped over the threshold. Dr. Slocum, 
a general practitioner, was standing next 


to the bed. On the opposite side a white- 
coated interne was shooting a hypo into 
Logan Westerman’s arm. 

Slocum greeted me with a nod. “Auto- 
mobile accident,” he whispered. “Crush- 
ed skull.” He reached out and lifted a 
wad of cotton from the front of Logan 
Westerman’s forehead. The skull was 
mashed in as though the head was an 
over-ripe peach and a thumb had been 
pressed into a soft spot. No doubt pieces 
of bone were penetrating the brain tis- 
sue. 

“T called Goethals,” Slocum said. “He 
won't take the case.” 

For a moment I failed to understand. 
“What do you mean?” 


Slocum’s jaw muscles twitched. “Just 
what I said. He refused to see him. You 
and I know Goethals is the one man who 
might save him. Another hour and it’ll 
be too late. God knows how he’s alive 
now.” 

I rushed into the hall. Alva stopped 
me. “Bob.” Her voice was _ hushed. 
“You've got to help me!” She came up 
close. I could feel her warm, full breasts 
against my chest. The sensation spanned 
the four years like an electric spark. 
Once more we were in the garden and 
my fingers were holding hers, and my 
lips were hot against her mouth. My 
heart pounded. 

“Where’s the phone?” I gasped. 

She led me to it. I called Goethals’ 
home. He was a bachelor but employed 
a housekeeper. She said he was at the 
office. I called. The phone rang nine 
times before he answered. 

“Dr. Goethals? This is Miller. I’m at 
Westerman’s. You’ve got to do some- 
thing !”’ 

There was a long, painful silence. 
Then Goethals’ voice, low and toneless. 
“T am sorry, Miller.” 

“But you must!” I rasped. “There’s 
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a frontal fracture and a serious cerebral 
puncture. You’re the only one who can 
do anything!” 

I was sure I detected a note of triumph 
in his voice. “It is too bad, Miller. I can 
do nothing. Good-bye.” 

Alva knew the answer before I hung 
up. Her eyes sent shivers up my spine. 
I tried to ease things but the attempt 
was weak. 

“Tf I could do anything, Alva, I would, 
but—” 

“You can,” she said. “You can try.” 

I led her into a vacant bedroom. 
“Wouldn’t you rather see him die?” I 
questioned bluntly. “You haven’t been 
happy with him.” 

Her lips trembled. “That doesn’t mat- 
ter. I’m his wife. He’s done a lot for my 
father. I can’t let him down.” Her agi- 
tated breasts rose and fell. 

I could not help admiring her faithful- 
ness. When it would have been so easy 
to seek a way out, she still thought of the 
dollars Logan Westerman had used to 
purchase her. 


NCONSCIOUSLY, as I had done 

hundreds of times before, I slipped 
my arms about her waist and drew her 
close to me. Again I was an interne at 
the hospital and she was a girl of twenty- 
one, fresh as a morning daisy. 

One of my hands slid up her arm to 
her shoulder. Impulsively she leaned 
closer against me. I felt a shudder go 
through her. 

“Bob!” she whispered faintly. 

I mashed my mouth down on her 
lips. They were cold at the first contact 
but blood flowed into them as they 
parted. Afraid of losing my self-control, 
I drew away. 

“Tell Slocum to get him to the Gen- 
eral Hospital as fast as he can! I'll have 
Goethals operate !’’ 


She tried to cling to me but I rushed 
out the door and down the steps. Mark 
Goethals, in his laboratory apron, met 
me at the door of the office. 

“Tf it is about Westerman, Miller,” he 
said, ‘“‘you can save your breath.” 

I pleaded eloquently, asking whether 
he was a man of science or a creature of 
petty grievances. “You can’t seek re- 
venge when a human life is at stake. 
Seek it some other way, but for God’s 
sake try and save this man!” 


His eyes narrowed peculiarly. For a 
moment they seemed calculating. Then 
he spoke. 

“Yes, you are right, Miller. Where 
is he?” 

“The General Hospital.” 

He gazed into the distance. “Prepare 
my instruments.” 


I CALLED ahead to the hospital. Lo- 

gan Westerman was in the operating 
room when we arrived. I met Alva in 
the corridor. I stopped to introduce her 
to Goethals. He looked at both of us 
and he seemed to understand. 


“I won't need you, Miller,” he said. 
“It might be best for you to remain with 
Mrs. Westerman.” 


I had no desire to be a witness to an 
attempt to save the life of a man whom, 
deep in my heart, I wished dead. I ac- 
quiesced willingly. 

It was a tortured hour for both Alva 
and myself. I could appreciate Goethals’ 
position. The life of the man who had 
made nothing of him in court was in his 
two hands. It would be simple to let the 
knife slip. Nobody would know the dif- 
ference. I watched the clock anxiously. 

Sooner than I expected, Goethals 
stepped out of the operating room. He 
drew a deep breath. 

“He will live,” he said quietly. 
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OGAN Westerman was in a coma 

for twelve days. When he came out 
of it, he was the picture of health. I at- 
tended him at Alva’s request. On the 
twentieth day I secured his discharge 
from. the hospital for convalescence at 
home. He insisted on taking a nurse 
with him, choosing Kay Johnson, a sen- 
suously pretty redhead. 

Still out of deference to Alva, I visited 
her husband daily at his sumptuous 
home. He seemed to resent my presence. 
Gradually my visits dropped off. Once 
Goethals inquired as to Westerman’s 
progress. I reported complete recovery. 

Two weeks after the patient’s return 
home, when I had not seen him for 
days, Alva called the office. 

“Come over at once!” she panted. 

“What is it?” 

“T can’t tell you over the phone. 
Please come!” 

She met me in the foyer, obviously 
distraught. Taking my hand she led me 
to the second floor, stopping before a 
closed door. 

“Listen,” she said. 

I heard a woman moaning and the 
sounds of movement. Then a high-pitch- 
ed scream of pain. 

“It’s Logan!” Alva gasped. “He has 
Miss Johnson in there and he’s locked 
the door! I think he’s hurting her!” 

I banged on the door. There was no 
response. The moans continued, only 
now they were more intense and chilling. 
God only knew what was going on in 
that room! 

“You can get to the room through 
the roof window!” Alva gasped. 

I rushed to the garden and climbed 
a rose trellis to the slanted tile roof. On 
hands and knees I crawled to the win- 
dow of Logan Westerman’s room. The 
shade was up and the sight that met my 
eyes turned my blood to ice. 


Kay Johnson was on her back on the 
floor. Westerman’s knees were on her 
body. He had already ripped away most 
of the top of her uniform. Her round, 
white breasts were half bare to the rak- 
ing of his clawed fingers. His face was 
a horrible mask as he rained wet, slob- 
bering kisses on the girl’s mouth, throat, 
and bleeding neck. 

For a moment I was frozen stiff. A 
maniacal scream, prompted by the law- 
yer’s fastening his teeth in the nurse’s 
soft flesh, brought me out of my trance. 
I kicked the pane in and dropped to the 
floor of the room. 

Logan Westerman’s head shot around. 
He came away from the girl and lunged 
at me, his pajama-clad figure a white 
flash. I stuck one fist out. It jammed 
against his mouth, stopping him in his 
tracks. The front view of his face made 
me think I was looking at a creature 
from a dark, nether world. No longer 
was he the suave, handsome barrister, 
but a vile, snarling monster whose fin- 
gers were wet with human blood. 

Again he rushed me. This time one 
of his swinging fists crashed against the 
side of my head. The blow knocked me 
off balance and down on one knee. West- 
erman leaped like a panther. His hands 
clawed at my throat while he mouthed 
obscenities. 


I REALIZED I was up against a mad- 

man. Exerting all my strength I turn- 
ed him over. His head cracked against 
the polished floor. Again and again I 
drove my fist into his face. Blood poured 
from a cut on his upper lip. I felt him 
stiffen under me, then relax. He was 
unconscious. 

[ unlocked the door, admitting Alva. 
While she bathed the nurse’s scratches 
I carried Logan Westerman to _ bed, 
patched up his lip, and gave him a hypo. 
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Downstairs with Alva, I waited until 
she spoke. Her eyes had terror lights 
in them and her cheeks were ghastly 





















pale. 
; “There’s something wrong,” she said 
i flatly. 
|, I nodded. “Evidently.” 


“He can’t be sane.” 

It was impossible to restrain myself 
Vie any longer. I swept her into my arms. 
“Alva, darling!” I breathed. “Why must 


- ; you submit yourself to this hell of hor- 
ee ror? Divorce him and come back to me.” 
4 / / , She pushed her hands against my 
/ 
/}| 


ee eee He came away from the 
as \ girl and lunged at me, 
lie madness in his eyes. 
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shoulders. She drew a deep, audible 
breath. Her bosom swelled under a chif- 
fon negligee. 

“You know I could never do that. I 
wouldn’t leave a dog in his condition.” 

“There’s nothing wrong with him,” I 
replied, knowing that I was speaking an 
untruth. “Didn’t he treat you in almost 
the same manner before the accident? 
How many times has he struck you?” 

Her white teeth chewed at her lip. 
“How do know?” 

“Who doesn’t? Alva, why be a fool? 
The man’s a beast at heart. I should 
never have influenced Goethals to op- 
erate. It would have been better if he 
died !” 

“No!” she panted. “No!” 

She dropped on the couch. I came 
down beside her, holding her tight in my 
arms. My arm around her waist, I could 
feel her trembling beneath the thin’ chif- 
fon. “Listen to me, Alva,” I whispered. 
“I can support you now. Why won’t you 
be fair to yourself? Divorce him and 
marry me?” 

Sobs wracked her slender body. She 
clung to me, warm and feminine yet 
restrained as though afraid of her own 
desperate impulses. 

“You'd better go, Bob,” she said 
faintly. 


I DROVE the thoroughly frightened 

nurse home, then returned to the 
house. Goethals was working in the la- 
boratory. I told him what had transpired. 
His head jerked around and his eyes 
lit up. 

“Tell me all!” he snapped. “Every- 
thing !” 

I repeated, wondering why the sud- 
den display of interest. When I was fin- 
ished, Goethals shrugged, but I could 
see it was an obvious attempt at non- 
chalance. 


“Interesting,” was his only comment. 
With that he returned to his test tubes 
and retorts. 

The weeks passed. I heard no more 
from Alva until she called at the office. 
I had never seen such a remarkable 
change in a person. There were dark 
shadows under her eyes and her cheeks 
were sunken. Even her once lovely, erect 
figure seemed to sag as she walked. 

“T—I must see you alone, Bob,” she 
said, her voice a low throb. 

I led her into my office, locked the 
door. “You look like a ghost,” I said. 
“What’s the matter?” 

She folded her hands in her lap. Her 
bosom rose and fell tumultuously. 
“You've read the papers?” she queried. 

“T don’t find time.” 

Her eyes closed and opened as though 
she were trying to shut out an horrific 
vision. She spoke in a far-away whisper. 


“Three nights ago a young girl was 
assaulted on High Street,” she said. 
“She was found half-dead in a ditch. 
A week ago, the corpse of a woman was 
discovered in the park. She had been 
attacked. She was dead.” Now each 
word was a gasp. “Last—night—a child 
of—fifteen was—was—” She drooped. 

I snapped out of my chair, dropping 
on one knee before her. She pushed my 
hand away from her chin. 

“T—TI'll be all right,” she whispered. 
“Just some water.” 

I brought the water. She sipped it 
slowly, regaining some measure of com- 
posure. “I come to you, Bob,” she said, 
“because I can trust you with this ter- 
rible secret. I am convinced something 
is radically wrong with Logan. Each 
night that these crimes have been com- 
mitted, Logan has been out. When he 
returned, his eyes were wild. This morn- 
ing—” She hesitated, one hand pressed 
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tight against her breast. “This morning 
I—JI found blood stains on his coat!” 


HE ironic hideousness of the situa- 

tion chilled me. My thoughts car- 
ried back to the helpless Jack the Rip- 
per—the man Logan Westerman had 
sent to his death in the chair. Some- 
thing that transcended even the wildest 
flights of deranged imagination occurred 
to me. Was it possible? Had human 
kands turned a man into a monster? 

I avoided Alva’s pleading eyes. I 
heard the accents of my own voice and 
yet it seemed to be the voice of another. 

SAGO <0 < YOU Tink 3.5.5 BE 
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“Yes,” she whispered. 

Somehow my hands found hers. “To- 
night,” I said. “I'll be at the house. 
We'll wait for him.” 

She leaned over and kissed my cheek. 
Her lips were cold. For a long time 
after she left, I sat like one drugged. 
My mind refused to accept the horror 
it had itself constructed, and yet, it 
would not reject it either. When Goe- 
thals returned from the hospital, I went 
into his office, closing the door behind 
me. 

In cold, clipped words I told him what 
Alva had told me. His face remained 
impassive through it all. Only his eyes 
took on a queer lustre. He waited until 
I had finished. Then he said: 

“T should like to see him, Miller. Can 
you arrange it?” 

For a moment I was taken aback. 
Was it professional interest or the 
ghastly thought I had harbored? 

“I’m going there tonight,” I said. 

He nodded his great head. “T’ll go 
with you.” 


T WAS nine o’clock when he reached 
the Westerman home. A butler ad- 


mitted us. Alva, in a white dress that 
further emphasized her pallor, was wait- 
ing in the drawing-room. 

‘He left an hour ago,” she said, trem- 
bling spasmodically. “God only knows 
what will happen tonight!” 

Goethals questioned her calmly. Did 
he show any daytime symptoms of de- 
rangement? What did he say when he 
came home at night? Were his eyes in- 
flamed? The pupils dilated? 

Alva answered in a whispering voice. 
I sat watching them both, knowing what 
was in Alva’s mind and wondering 
what was in Goethal’s? I had the strange 
feeling that my macabre thoughts on 
the subject were too true. 

A chime clock in the foyer sounded 
ten just as the front door opened. Alva 
was facing the foyer. I saw her breast 
rise sharply and her eyes grow wide. 

“He’s here!” she gasped. 

I turned toward the arched entrance 
to the drawing-room. A man who faint- . 
ly resembled the Logan Westerman I 
had known stepped over the threshold. 
His crushed felt hat was jammed down 
on his head. Eyes that were criss- 
crossed with bloody capillaries glared 
malevolently from under the brim. His 
lips were curled in a wolfish snarl. 

He seemed to recognize one of us. A 
law growl emanated from his throat. 
His right hand jerked to his coat pock- 
et. It was then I noticed that his fin- 
gers were carmine-stained. The next 
instant he had a gun in his hand. He 
took five steps forward. Alva screamed. 
Throwing caution to the winds, I lunged 
at him. The gun roared in my ear as 
he avoided my outstretched arms. I 
saw Goethals come half-way out of his 
chair, only to smk back again, both 
hands clutching his stomach. 

“Stand back!” Logan Westerman 
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off her silken robe, he bound and gagged 
her. He picked up the keys which had 
admitted her to the wine cellar, and 
locked the door behind him. 

The house was quiet. And hunting the 
phone was safer than cutting the live 
wires. Nefeyda’s flight left him no other 
choice. He dared not risk running to 
the village. They might find her before 
help could arrive. 

He reached the first floor; but as he 
stepped into the hallway to begin his 
search, the cut crystal chandelier burst 
into a blaze of light. Merrill Kane, 
rounding the newell post, had arrived 
from the second floor in time to cut 
off his retreat. 

“Stand fast, Foster,” he commanded, 
leveling his pistol. “I’ve watched your 
work just enough to do without you, in 
a pinch!” 

He meant it. While he would do better 
with Foster alive, desperation made his 
trigger finger twitch. 

“Lift your hands.and back down those 
stairs. We've going to settle this once 
for all. Selim! Hassan!” 

Then, weapon leveled, he followed 
Foster’s backward march to the base- 
ment. At the foot of the stairs, Hassan 
joined the party. 

“Where’s Selim?” demanded Kane. 

“He'll be here in a second.” 

The question was only an instant’s 
distraction, but Kane’s pistol shifted ever 
so slightly. Without counting his risk, 
Foster lunged, catching Kane amidships. 
The pistol blast fanned his cheek, but 
Kane smashed against the wall, and then 
Hassan got in action. 


As Foster shifted to tackle the Arab, 
Kane recovered his pistol and smashed 
down with the barrel. Though the blow 
did not land squarely, it paralyzed his 
shoulder. 

Hassan lunged home, crushing Foster 
to the concrete floor. But it was Kane’s 
kick that laid him out. 

“Get that girl, Hassan!” snarled Kane, 
as Foster slumped to the floor. “Don’t 
bruise or mark her. You know what 
to do.” 

Foster vaguely understood, but the 
basement was a roaring, whirling con- 
fusion. He sensed that he was being 
picked up bodily and carried. 

Thump! He dropped to the paving. He 
was in the operating room. He barely 
discerned the white gleam of enamel, 
and the blistering glare of the overhead 
light. 

“The girl is disposed of, once for all,” 
growled Kane. “And your choice will be 
either a quick and easy out when your 
work is done, or a long and unpleasant 
one!” 

Though Foster at the moment was 
beyond all efforts, wrath and despera- 
tion were rapidly reviving him. Nefeyda 
could not long evade the search. Selim 
was hunting her, and now Hassan was 
on the trail. But there was still a chance. 
His struggles had knocked the flint knife 
from the table. It had broken in half, 
but a piece, razor sharp and jagged, was 
within his reach. Bit by bit he edged into 
the shadow of the table— 


ANE paced the floor, pistol in hand, 
impatiently awaiting the return of 
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Hassan slumped forward, groaning, 


the knife between his shoul 








his assassins and their lifeless burden. 
Foster had almost reached his weapon. 
But Kane sensed the movement. He 
whirled, pistol jumping into line. 

“Drop it!” 

He advanced a pace, but halted at the 
sound of footsteps from the darkened 
gallery that opened into the operating 
room. Hassan, emerging from the gloom, 
stood blinking at the threshold. 

“Shall I put her on the table, master ?” 

Still dazzled by the glare, he strode 
into the room; and then the three men 
moved at once. Kane’s outcry was in- 
articulate. Hassan, startled by his mas- 
ter’s yell, dropped his dead burden. Fos- 
ter snatched the sharp half of the em- 
balmer’s knife and closed in. 

It was not Nefeyda who lay on the 
floor, but Ida Kane, strangled by mistake 
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in that darkened cellar. That revealing 
instant tolu him how the error had oc- 
curred: neither Kane nor his servants 
had known that Foster had been in 
Nefeyda’s cell. 

Hassan shouted a warning. Kane 
whirled. The jagged shard of flint 
slashed across his throat. The blast of 
his pistol echoed thunderously in the 
operating room, but he dropped gurgling 
and spouting blood. 

Foster stabbed again, tearing and 
rending until the flint blade sank so deep 
that he could not withdraw it. 


All in an instant; and then Hassan 
closed in. Foster, leaping upward, ducked 
the downthrust of the Arab’s knife, but 
as he tackled, Hassan’s charge toppled 
him backward. Hassan was fresh and 
uninjured, and desperation would suc- 
cumb to superior strength. The room 
was blackening. The Arab’s blade was 
raking and slashing him. Another des- 
perate effort. Foster’s fist smashed 
home. The Arab’s head jerked back. He 
was out on his feet—but the blow was 
wasted ! 
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Hassan slumped forward, groaning 
and coughing blood. Nefeyda had ar- 
rived in time to drive a knife between 
his shoulders. 

“Where’s Selim?” 

“He’s upstairs,” panted Nefeyda. “I 
found his knife—right where he dropped 
it, earlier this evening, when you in- 
terrupted his amusements. What ever 
your game with that blonde woman was, 
I saw no need of breaking in. I slipped 
upstairs to find the telephone. 


“J knocked over a vase. Selim caught 
me before I could get away, but there 
was a death in the family.” 


“And that,” Foster cut in as he caught 


her in his arms, “is what awoke Kane. 
Just in time to tangle with me.” 

“With everybody on deck,” resumed 
Nefeyda, “I didn’t dare interfere, so I 
went to the telephone. The police will 
be here any moment.” 

For a long instant the living forgot the 
dead. Then, as Nefeyda wiped the blood 
from his forehead, she said, “Darling, 
are you certain you didn’t care for her?” 

“Don’t be stupid!” chuckled Foster. 
“IT was persuading her to tell me about 
vases and the like, so I’d not make any 
noise—”’ 

“Are you sure—” 

“After an armful of Queen Hat- 
shepsu, could I be bothered with blonde 
women ?” 


Her Demon Lover 


(Continued from page 21) 


whispering underbrush and through the 
glimmering black aisles of the forest. 
The trees were her brothers, and the lit- 
tle wild things scuttering from under 
her lilting feet. The soft warm wind 
caressed her skin, that was naked be- 
neath scanty shreds of underthings, and 
the dew-wet foliage kissed her arms, and 
her thighs, and her breasts. Maylinn 
tossed her long, brown hair back from 
her forehead, her brown hair in which 
the red ribbon still was fastened, and 
there was a little song on her lips, a 
song in a language she had never known. 

How long she ran thus, how long she 
played with the wind, and ferns, and 
little dancing spots of moonlight that 
sifted through the forest roof, Maylinn 
never knew. But after a time the little 
dancing splotches of moonlight were 
fading, and the wind was chill on her 
fevered skin, and a strange hush spread 


in the woods. Then a sudden sadness 
rose up in Maylinn, and a languor sapped 
the strength from her limbs, and a dull 
unease throbbed with the throb, throb of 
the blood in tiny veins lacing her breasts. 

She came to a fern-carpeted small 
glade that was ringed around with the 
maiden slimness of pale birches, and 
knew she could go no further. She sank 
down into the cool softness of the ferns, 
and they received her tenderly, but the 
moonlight was waning and almost gone, 
and Maylinn was troubled with a yearn- 
ing and a desire that would not let her 
rest. 

A low sound throbbed in Maylinn’s 
throat and moaned from between her 
thirsting lips. As the lunar luminance 
faded the sound pulsed louder, and yet 
more loud, till it was a moaning louder 
than the moaning of the wind in the 
trees, till it was a long wail of unutter- 
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Bit by bit the whip shredded her of the dress of which 


she was so proud. 


able longing, of fierce yearning and_ sence of Nature itself, drawing its mate 
fiercer desire. Till it was a melancholy to itself, its mate without whom it should 
wail in the lightless darkness, the wail- forever be unfulfilled. 

ing voice of a soul incomplete and be- And then there was rustle in the for- 
seeching the elder gods for completeness. est-blackness, and Maylinn knew that 
Till it was the voice of the woman-es- she was no longer alone in the glade. 
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Blacker against the black a form moved 
to her and knelt beside her, and her long 
wail sobbed into silence. 


SHE heard a voice, rumbling, and 

deep, yet hushed with some strange 
wonder, some incredulous awe. “It is. 
It is true. But it can’t be. I’m dreaming 
it. I’m dreaming that this is that 


‘... savage spot as holy and enchanted 

As e’er beneath a waning moon was 
haunted 

By woman wailing for her demon lover’ ” 


And then a hand touched the throbbing 
pulse at her throat. A hand firm and 
strong as any man’s but soft, smooth as 
woman’s. 

It thrilled through her, prickling and 
electric. It lifted her from the ferns, 
and pulled her arms, as though by a 
power outside herself, around his neck. 
She drew his head down to her, pressed 
it against the ache in her soft throat. 
Her mouth sought and found his; her 
lips were parted and honeyed and de- 
manding—demanding as a bee’s thrust 
between tight petal lips to seek the nec- 
tar within. 

“Dreaming or not, I'll take what the 
gods have sent.” He was holding her to 
him now, with a rough eager tenderness 
that was the very acme of ecstasy. His 
hands were fumbling, tentatively, then 
avidly down her. back. A streak of 
prickling fire followed that stroke down 
her spine; down the quivering surface 
of her thigh, where his arm supported 
her. It burst into a rocket blaze within 
her, a conflagration that ignited her, that 
ignited him into a single blazing flame 
that merged them... . 

Little by little the darkness gave way 
to the cold gray shimmer of dawn. 
Drained emotionally, her demon lover 


lay sleeping on the ferns close against 
Maylinn’s side, a little smile edging the 
thin lips under his small black mus- 
tache, but Maylinn did not sleep. Dream- 
ily, blissfully she held him in her arms 
and watched the shadows take form at 
the edge of the little glade. 


And then, suddenly, her dream and 
her bliss vanished in sheer stark terror 
at a threshing in the woods gloom and 
the bestial roar of an enraged bellow. 
“Damn yoh,” it roared. “Come back 
with that! Come back with that dipper.” 


She sprang to her feet, and her lover 
with her, and they stared with widened 
pupils at the small black beast that 
surged out of the brush. At the bearded, 
horned goat who scampered into the 
glade, a tin dipper between its teeth. 
At Shaman who dropped the dipper at 
the man’s feet and maaaed a blaring, 
demoniac laugh. 

“What the... .” the man blurted and 
then Dal surged out into the clearing. 
Dal, with his rifle m his hand, jerking 
it up as he got a clear shot at the ani- 
mal that had run off with the dipper 
with which he filled his jugs. 


UT he didn’t fire it. Not at the mo- 
ment. He saw Maylinn, and the 
cther. Has face went black with the 
sudden surge of blood into it, so black 
that his red beard was scarlet against 
it, and the blued barrel of his gun swept 
up to snout pointblank at the khaki-clad 
stranger. Maylinn saw his knuckle 
whiten as his finger closed on the trig- 
ger. 

A black something streaked past her, 
pounded into Dal’s knees. His gun 
blasted. Its orange-blue jet sliced lead- 
en hail into the ground, and another 
thunder-clap exploded in her ears. Dal 
jolted back, swayed, and collapsed like 
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a ripped meal sack to fall heavily, awe- 
somely into the ferns. 

The goat maaed again, and scampered 
away from the man he had saved with 
that erratic butt of his, and the man who 
was slain because of it. 

“God!” he with the little black mus- 
tache grunted. “I had to shoot him. 
He would have got me if I hadn't.” 


“Yoh had to shoot him,’ Maylinn 
said, tonelessly. “And now yoh’ve got 
to go away. Yoh’ve got to go away 
quick before they find yoh and string yoh 
up for murder.” 

“No,” the slow answer came. 
It wasn’t murder.” 


“No 


“Tt’s murder in these hills when some- 
un kills the husband of his sweetheart, 
whatever it may be where yoh come 
from.” 

“But I didn’t kill the husband of my 
sweetheart. Look.” There was some- 
thing in his hand, something that glit- 
tered yellow in the first rays of the ris- 
ing sun. “I’m a revenue officer and I 


killed a moonshiner in self-defense. 
That’s how I came to be in the woods. 
I couldn’t get any information down at 
the Forks, but an old woman came to 
me and told me where to look for the 
still. At least, she told me I’d find some- 
thing very interesting if I climbed the 
mountain at about three o’clock and 
listened for a long howl that would be a 
signal to me. I’ll say I found something 
interesting. Something so interesting 
I’m taking it back with me, away from 
these blasted mountains. Will you come 
with me, my dear? I’ll be very good to 
you. Very gentle. ...” 


Vee as had many things to learn 

in the city, and she learned them 
quickly because she believed everything 
her man told her. But one thing she 
never believed. When he told her it was 
certain that there were no witches and 
talked wisely of hypnotism and _ post- 
hypnotic suggstion Maylinn would smile 
discreetly and say to herself: “I know 
what I know.” 


Dogs of Circe 


(Continued from page 29) 


last warmth of blood in his mouth, his 
own blood from bitten lips. Grimly he 
arose. 

He wrote a note and left it for her 
on the vanity. The note read: 

“Trene: This is hell. I must be mad, 
insane. I’m going away until I can get 
a grip on myself. Do not try to find me. 
Believe me it is all for the best. Dean.” 

Dean Martin left his wife to keep from 
murdering her. He plodded through the 
storm, oblivious of rain and flood, 
walked the weary miles to Olivia La- 
Farge’s mansion. Her only words were, 


“T’ve been waiting. I knew you’d come.” 
He said, “Damn you! Damn you! So 
you knew I’d come, did you! But did 
you know why? Why I came?” 
She was at arm’s length now, her eyes 
glowing, her red lips parted. 


One claw-like hand reached out, sank 
into the flesh of her throat. “I came to 
kill you,” his voice was thick, “to kill 
you because of this thing you’ve done 
to me! I'll kill you as I would a mad 
dog, a mad dog, damn your soul!” 

He shook her savagely, viciously. “So 
you thought you could do me as you did 
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poor John Lawrence! You’re worse than 
a mad dog, a thousand times worse. 
Once your virus enters a man’s blood he 
hasn’t a chance. He wants to kill, to 
rend and tear with his teeth, exactly like 
you. You'll betray no others, you Circe!” 

Her red lips continued to smile, her 
green eyes continued to burn. Slowly 
her taut body seemed to relax, she 
sagged at the knees, but her arms and 
hands made no move in her own defense. 
He glared at her like a man demented, 
saliva drooled from his mouth to drip 
off his chin. “Damn you, damn you, 
damn you,” he gloated. 

Between the clutching fingers of his 
two hands he saw the pulse beat at the 
base of her throat. Her negligee had 
dropped half aside, exposing the smooth, 
milky upper surface of breasts. The 
green eyes continued to stare up at him 
with challenge even after he had thrust 
her pitilessly down on the divan. 

“Oh, God,” he groaned and licked at 
his hot lips. His fingers slowly relaxed 
their grip. He sank to his knees. The 
pulse in her throat seemed magnified a 
thousand times, seemed to fill the whole 
room, until his very being was a flaming 
pulse. He groaned again and thrust his 
mouth savagely against that throbbing 
pulse. The woman stirred, placed long, 
caressing fingers in his hair and laughed 
exultantly. 

Suddenly she screamed shrilly, tried 
to push him aside. Something swished 
through the air crashed against Martin’s 
head. Before he could move aside, the 
weapon arced downward again. Lights 
danced before his eyes. With a little 
sigh he half turned, laid his cheek 
against the burning cushion of her shoul- 
der as she surged upright. 


E AWAKENED in a daze. The 
room was in utter darkness except 


ed at him intently. 


for the flickering flare of the open fire. 
Dazedly he peered about. His head was 
one aching throb, one roaring pain. He 
was lying on the davenport where he had 
last seen Olivia LaFarge. He stretched 
out a hand, started back as it encoun- 
tered something furry, warm. 

A great dog turned its head and looked 
Its eyes were green, 
green flames, its lolling tongue dripped 
liquid, its great tusks were white and 
menacing. A low rumbling growl came 
from its throat. As if disdaining him 
for a weakling, it turned away again. 

Across the room, crouching before the 
fire was another, exactly like the first! 
The dog beside Martin spoke coldly. 
“T’ve told you a thousand times not to 
interfere in my affairs.” 

“tt isn’t happening! It isn’t happen- 
ing! I’m insane!” Martin said it over 
and over. 

The second dog answered the first. 
“If I hadn’t interfered, you would be 
dead. Besides, Dean Martin is my af- 
fair, not yours!” 

“You fool,” growled the first beast, 
“the man is mine and I mean to keep 
him.” 

The second dog laughed unpleasantly. 
“He may have something to say about 
that. Fool, am I? Well, at that, what 
man in his right mind would take an 
old fool when he could have a young 
one ?” 

The great dog by Martin uttered a 
growl of hate, sprang toward the other. 
The room was filled with the din of their 
battle. They clawed, snapped, snarled, 
rolled over and over. Once they surged 
too near the fire and the smell of burn- 
ing hair filled the room. Blood began 
to stain the rug where white fangs ripped 
flesh and muscle. 

Martin groaned and closed his eyes. 
“It’s a dream,” he muttered. 
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“I came to kill you as I 
would a mad dog,” he_ snarled. 


Suddenly he could stand it no longer, 
the stench of burned hair, the smell of 
blood, the crashing noise of the battle 
for life. He put a foot on the floor, an- 
other. Presently he stood upright, 
reached for the heavy poker and tiptoed 
toward a pair of French doors, weapon 
in hand. 

A shrill cry of pain rose above the 
tumult. A quick glance showed that 
one of the great dogs had been crippled. 
It rolled over into a corner and the vic- 
torious beast turned and glared at the 
escaping man with blazing eyes. Sud- 
denly it sprang, teeth shining, red mouth 
gaping. 


ARTIN swung the heavy poker. 
His aim was true; it crashed 
against the skull of the brute with a sick- 
ening sound. With a little whimper the 
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dog thudded to the floor. Again Martin 
raised the bar of iron, brought it down 
upon the unprotected skull. Blood gushed 
from the dying beast’s nose. Martin 
turned and ran out the door. Over his 
shoulder he caught a glimpse of the 
wounded dog arising from the corner, 
glaring balefully, limping after him in 
pursuit. He ran frantically into the 
storm. 

Bushes tore at him, undergrowth 
caught at his ankles. In spite of his 
efforts he sensed the approach of the 
beast. Once he looked back and saw tlie 
staggering body only a few feet behind, 
the eyes flaming, the tongue lolling in 
the flare of the lightning. His breath 
came in sobs, gasps, his heart pounded 
like a bellows. Near the wall of the 
estate he turned at bay, poker raised. 

Straight at his throat the beast 
launched itself. He swung the poker with 
the last ounce of his failing strength. 
‘The beast did not whimper. It lay in the 
mud and ooze and slime and trembled 
convulsively for a moment before dying. 

Dean Martin fought his way to the top 
of the wall. Something rose in his throat 
and he threw back his head and howled 
into the storm. A victorious fighter 
roaring his challenge to others, sounding 
his contempt for defeated adversaries. 


OMEONE was shaking his shoul- 
der. A voice was saying, “Dean! 
Dean! Wake up! You're having an- 
other nightmare!” He opened his eyes 
sleepily, peered up into the round blue 
ones of Irene, his wife. He gasped. 

“Gee,” she said shakily, “you scared 
me to death. You were howling like a 
dog again!” 

Outside the sky was a dirty grey. He 
got up, slipped into his robe and slippers 
and went toward the bathroom. His 
mind was a torrent of doubt. A dream? 


The whole thmg had been a dream! 
He’d been drinking too hard, his mind 
was at the snapping point, but thank 
God the whole thing a dream! But was 
it? 

He went back into the bedroom, 
searched the bureau for the note he had 
written. It was nowhere to be found. 
“Trene,” he said slowly, “did you find 
a note addressed to you?” 

“Don’t be silly. I haven’t been out of 
bed yet.” 

Again he searched—fruitlessly. There 
was no note. As he walked from the 
room, he whistled. A dream, a dream, 
he told himself over and over! He could 
have shouted with joy of the thing. 
When he was almost dressed and was 
shaving, he did laugh, laughed at the 
ridiculousness of the thing! Dogs that 
talked! Dogs that fought over a man! 
He pulled the tape from the base of his 
throat. The laugh died, his eyes opened 
wide in astonishment. He ran from the 
room shouting, “Irene, Irene!” 


She peered out of the kitchen, wide 
eyed—“What in the world?” 


“Look, look! The open place, the 
sore place! It’s healed, overnight! Only 
a scar left!’ 

Like a child suddenly made happy he 
seized her in his arms, rained kisses on 
her upturned face. Thank God the spell 
was broken, the whole horrible ordeal 
was over! He kissed her white throat, 
her ardent lips, over and over, just to 
prove to himself that he could—without 
desiring to draw blood. 

The phone rang. 


S HE trotted toward it, he kept 
laughing, kept repeating, “A dream, 
a dream! Just a damned bad night- 
mare !”’ 
“Hello,” he boomed. 
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“Hello, this is Squires.” Squires was 
a rewrite man on the Planet, Martin’s 
paper. ‘““The boss wants you to get down 
as quick as you can. Got one for you 
to cook up. Seen a paper?” 

“Not yet. Say let me tell you about a 
nightmare, I—” 

“You'll think nightmare. There’s been 
another fiend murder. Some maniac 
broke into the LaFarge house and killed 
the mother and daughter both.” His 
voice droned on while Dean Martin tried 
to pull himself back to sanity. 

Tautly, carefully, holding himself, he 
broke in on Squire’s words. ‘Where 
were the bodies found ?” 

“The girl was killed in the library of 
the mansion. For some reason the fiend 
dragged the mother clear to the south 


wall of the estate. Heads of both victims 
were crushed in and both bodies are cov- 
ered with wounds, teeth marks accord- 
ing to the police. It'll be a horror tale 
right up your alley. The boss says—” 

But Dean Martin had hung up. 

He walked slowly into the bedroom, 
still saying, “It was a dream, only a 
dream.” 

Irene found him standing before the 
dresser pouring a stiff drink. 

“What’s the matter, sweetheart” 

His answer was strange. He said, 
“God Almighty, look at my clothes, my 
trousers, and shoes.” 

Presently she said, ‘“Why don’t worry 
about that, honey. It’s just mud, it'll 
come right off.” 


The Devil’s Mistress 


(Continued from page 13) 


was a chapel—but of no Christian faith. 
The stone roof was low and vaulted, 
and the dankness of the air told Armand 
that it was underground. Here not even 
the howlings of the storm could pene- 
trate, and all was still as the grave. 
The walls were hung with black vel- 
vet. On the black marble pavement stood 
six candlesticks of silver, tall and slen- 
der, arranged in the form of a star. 
Their tall pale candles burned with a 
pale and steady radiance. And that star 
enclosed an altar, in the form of a block 
of black marble, covered with black 
velvet. Upon it lay—as it seemed to 
Armand—his wife Elise, all naked, her 
brown hair streaming, her brown eyes 
fixed in a stare of unholy rapture. 
Armand gritted his teeth together, and 
his hand tightened on his sword hilt. 


He would kill Elise, and thereby per- 
chance save her soul, ere these unhal- 
lowed rites could be brought to comple- 
tion. Before he could move, the candles 
flickered, and well-nigh went out, though 
there was no breath of wind in that 
underground place. And the air became 
of a sudden icy cold, as though mid- 
winter had returned. 


Then the candles flared up again, no 
longer pale, but with a lurid and infernal 
glare, that dispelled the lurking shadows. 
And Armand beheld, crouching in a far 
corner, two figures. They were the man 
in black, whose face was frozen with a 
terror too great to be described or en- 
dured, and a woman. She wore a white 
cloak, and the face of the woman that 
lay on the altar before her—the face oi 
the Lady Elise. 
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The candles sank again, for the space 
of three heart beats. Again they flared 
up, luridly bright. And Armand might 
scarce believe his eyes. The man in 
black had not changed. But the hair of 
the lady in white had altered from brown 
to palest gold, and her face was no 
longer the face of Elise, but the face of 
Diane, drawn with terror. 


ND then, of a sudden, the light van- 

ished, as if it had never been, and 
the ultimate darkness fell upon them. 
And in that darkness Armand felt a 
Presence, a presence so awful that he 
gasped with mortal terror, and the hairs 
on the back of his neck bristled. And 
there came a laugh, and a voice, low and 
harsh and terrible. 

“ACCURSED WOMAN! SEEK- 
EST THOU TO DECEIVE ME AND 
TO CHEAT ME, AS THOU HAST 
DECEIVED AND CHEATED THY 
LOVER? THINKEST THOU THAT 
THE OUTWARD FORM HAS ANY 
POWER TO LEAD ME ASTRAY, 
AS IT HAS LED HIM? OR KNOW- 
EST THOU NOT THAT I CAN EN- 
JOY ONLY THE WOMAN THAT 
GIVES HERSELF TO ME OF HER 
OWN FREE WILL, AND NOT 
ONE DRUGGED AS THOU HAST 
DRUGGED THE LADY ELISE? 


THOU HAST PROVEN FALSE TO 
THY BARGAIN. DIE, THERE- 
FORE, AND BE FOREVER 
DAMNED, O LADY DIANE!” 


And, with a crash as though heaven 
and earth and hell had been rent asun- 
der, a levin-bolt, of a fiery violet blue, 
fell within that doomed chapel of the 
black arts. And Armand’s senses left 
him. 

When he opened his eyes, the storm 
had passed, and the bright sun streamed 
in where the vaulted roof had been. The 
castle was in ruins, great heaps of 
stones lay piled around him, so that it 
seemed a miracle that none had crushed 
him. The Lady Elise lay at the foot of 
the altar. 


As Armand bent over her, she opened 
her eyes, and he saw that she was un- 
hurt, though pale and worn, as from 
long suffering. Moreover, there was no 
mark on her breast. And, looking into 
her eyes, he knew that this was indeed 
his wife, as she had always been, and no 
counterfeit, begotten of black magic. 


Half buried beneath a mighty block of 
stone lay the body of Pietro, terribly 
mangled, as by the claws of some great 
beast. But of the other figure Armand 
had glimpsed, the Lady Diane, no trace 
was ever found. 
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She From Beyond 


(Continued from page 53) 


She gaped at me and then looked down 
at the creature I had murdered. She 
cried shrilly: “You fool! Oh, you fool!” 
Perhaps she would have said more, but 
at that moment I put the knife down 
and began creeping toward her. My face 
in the mirror was still the face of a 
madman, but it was filled now with 
worse than madness. A voice within me 
was shrieking: “Seize her and love her, 
and then kill her!” 

The woman avoided me. When I 
lurched toward her, she stepped side- 
ways and tripped me, so that I fell curs- 
ing and snarling across the dead body 
of Naida. I staggered to my feet again, 
but the table was between us, and the 
woman from Jake the Miser’s screamed 
at me to go back. 

Then I became very cunning indeed. 
I told her not to be afraid of me. I 
smiled at her and began tiptoeing slow- 
ly toward her. Only when I saw that 
she was furtively reaching for the teak- 
wood box, did I become violently angry 
again. 

I tried to get the box away from her, 
but she was too fast for me. She ran 
into the next room, where, not many 
hours ago, I had built a small fire in the 
fireplace. She hurled the box to the floor 
and stepped on it. Then, sobbing with 
terror. she scooped the broken pieces into 
her hands and flung them into the fire. 
And then such a curious thing happened 
that I stood quite still, staring, and for- 
got that I wanted to destroy her. 

A great cloud of white smoke smoth- 
ered the red embers of the fire. I heard 
a woman screaming and a man laughing 


gutturally. The smoke billowed into my 
face and strangled me. I slumped to my 
knees and fell forward, with my bloody 
hands jammed against the scarred flesh 
of Naida’s bosom. Darkness rushed over 
me. 


EN I awoke—which could not 
have been more than a few mo- 
ments later, because the room still re- 
tained vagrant odors of acrid smoke—I 
stared around me in mute bewilderment. 
The hideous madness had left me; I felt 
weak and sick, but no longer had any 
desire to commit murder or suicide. 

The woman from Jake the Miser’s sat 
there on the divan, staring at me. She 
looked frightened. She kept saying: 
“Good God, what—what happened? I 
threw the box into the fire, and 
heh a 

I looked at my hands. There was no 
blood on them. There was no blood on 
the floor, either, where the body of Nai- 
da had lain. There was no corpse. 

I went into the next room and picked 
up the knife. “This,” I said aloud, “is 
evidence enough for me that the affair 
was certainly no nightmare.” Then I 
walked over to the woman from Jake 
the Miser’s and said: “Why did you 
come here?” 

“T came here,” she said, “to get the 
box. I figured the box belonged to me 
as much as to you, and if it was worth 
money to somebody, I was not going to 
get gypped out of my cut. Then,” she 
said, “I saw that you had gone crazy 
like Jake the Miser went crazy.” 

“You are a brave girl,” I said, “and I 
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would like to kiss you.” So I took her 
in my arms and kissed her very warm- 
ly indeed, as a token of my deepest ap- 
preciation. A little later on, I went 
down to Tyler Street in Chinatown and 
had a long talk with Mr. Leo Wong, and 
told Mr. Wong what had happened. 

Mr. Wong looked at me very queerly. 
“It is perhaps a good thing,” he said, 
“that the box is destroyed. If I were 
you, I would forget all about it.” 


But some things are very hard to for- 
get, and sometimes the blood in my veins 
runs hot and I become strangely lonely 
when I think of the ravishing creature 
who came to me that night clad only in 
gleaming breastplates and a golden gir- 
dle. Sometimes, in the depths of my 
loneliness, I wish that the little teak- 
wood box which bridged the yawning 
gulf of time had not been destroyed. 


Death’s Nocturne 


(Continued from page 89) 


on the floor, ostensibly dead. But while 
I was trying to phone for a doctor—on 
a telephone you had disconnected in ad- 
vance—you arose and grabbed Nelia, 
hid her somewhere. Then you put on 
your Czernich make-up and bashed me 
over the head!” 

“Y-you are... quite right...” the old 
man gurgles bloodily. “Except in . 
one thing. It is true I wore .. . disguise. 
But it was a disguise to which... I was 
rightfully ... entitled. You see... J am 
really ... Leopold Czernich!”’ 

“What?” Holden rasped. 

“Yes. My suicide ... in Russia... 
twenty years ago... was faked. I came 
to America ... took the name of David 
Freeman. I was waiting for the day... 
when I would have vengeance upon. . 
Spanille and Brunne and Obelonski. And 
when I had slain them . . . I intended to 
murder... the girl who thought herself 
my daughter... ” 

The old man went limp. His eyes 
closed. Holden shook him viciously. 
“Damn you! I want the rest of the 
story! How did you kill Obelonski and 


those two other violinists who had been 
your pupils in the old days?” 

The old violin-maker coughed spas- 
modically. “I had made... a fiddle of 

. . peculiar resonance. When it was 
played ... to acertain pitch... in the 
highest register . . . its vibrations caused 
a brain hemorrhage... in the skull... 
of the one who... played it...” 


Abruptly, the old man’s lips twisted, 
grimaced. Blood spewed from his mouth 
—from the throat-rupture caused by 
Holden’s pummeling fists a short while 
before. The ancient, evil eyes closed; 
the body went limp— 

“Dead!” Holden whispered. 

Nelia Freeman sobbed a dry, choked 
wail. “‘And to think I loved him as a 
father all these years!” she faltered. 
“When all the time he hated me, planned 
to kill me!” 

Holden took her into his arms, pressed 
her close to him. Her breasts were warm 
against his chest, thrilling; and his fin- 
gers wandered over the contours of her 
clinging honey-smooth form... “You 
must try to forget, my dearest!’ he told 

(Concluded on page 116) 
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Man Into Monster 


(Continued f 


spat, pointing the revolver at me. I 
knew Goethals had been hit. Blood was 
seeping from between the fingers he held 
against his abdomen. But it would have 
been insane to charge Westerman again. 
There was no telling when a bullet 
might scream from that black muzzle. 
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The madman motioned to Alva. 
“Come here!” he rasped. Terrified, the 
poor girl approached her husband. His 
left hand shot out and ripped the bodice 
of her dress. Both lovely breasts loomed 
from the torn material. Westerman’s 
eyes were insane: His fingers raked 


In his carmine-stained fingers a 
gun appeared. Alva screamed. 
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MAN INTO MONSTER 


across the flesh of her shoulders, leaving 
crimson trails in their wake. 

I was about to risk all to save Alva 
from the human monster’s lust for blood 
and flesh when the butler came out of 
the foyer darkness behind Logan Wes- 
terman. Frantically, I signaled to him 
with my eyes. He understood. Lifting 
a vase from an end table, he stole up 
behind his master and brought the heavy 
ornament crashing down on Wester- 
man’s head. The skull that had just 
healed cracked under the blow. Wester- 
man sagged. A mad, maniacal shriek 
sprang from his throat. Then the death 
rattle I knew so well. 


I caught Alva as she fainted and car- 
ried her to the couch, calling to the but- 
ler to get hot water and ammonia. When 
I reached Dr. Goethals, I could see he 
was doomed. His head rolled as I 
spoke to him. His lips moved. 

“You .. . have guessed, probably, 
Miller,” he whispered. “It... it was 
the important work I mentioned ... 
years ago. I...1I1 grafted Elliot Sim- 
mons’ medulla oblongata to .. . to Wes- 
terman’s brain.” He moaned softly. 
“Maybe . . . maybe it is better that the 
secret dies with me. At least... at 
least I showed him what it means to... 
to....” His voice dropped to a gurgle 
as blood seeped from the corners of his 
mouth. For an instant his body went 
rigid. He died in horrible pain. 


toes is coming out of her drugged 

coma. I must go to her and wipe 
away the hell that has gone before. I 
must hold her in gentle arms and soothe 
her aching pain. I must kiss her sweet 
lips tenderly and lead her from darkness 
into light. She is mine... mine! The 
man who turned monster is stretched 
on a marble slab. 





DEATH’S NOCTURNE 


(Continued from page 114) 


- her. “Come—we’re leaving here—for- 


ever—” 

And he took her out into the night. 
The storm had passed, and there was a 
clean, sweet smell of rain-washed earth. 
Gone were the clouds, and the lightnings, 
and the shadows where fear and terror 
had lurked. 
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Devil Doctor 


(Continued from page 65) 


Lorna lying asleep, arm across one soft 
breast, the beauty and the loveliness of 
her white form. And again, perhaps be- 
cause the influence of the drug was still 
potent in him, he felt a surge of irresis- 
tible desire toward her. 

He kneeled beside her. “Lorna! Lorna, 
my dear!’ 

The girl’s eyes opened, fixed them- 
selves upon John’s in fear. ‘““Who are 
you? J—I’'m afraid.” 

“There’s nothing more to be afraid 
of. They kept you in a prison for years, 
didn’t they ?” 

“Yes, yes! That horrible man! He 


wanted—wanted me to—to let him be 
my lover. I used to fight with him. I got 
a knife and hid it, and he—he was a 
coward, and never dared. Years and 
years—but I can’t remember. He gave 
me something that made me stupid, but 
even then he couldn't get the knife away 
from me. Save me from him!” 

“He's gone,” said John Trevanion. 
“You'll never see him again. I love you, 
Lorna.” 

Her white arms stole about John’s 
neck. “I think,” she said, with superb 
simplicity, ‘‘that I shall always love you, 
man of mine!” 
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“How about me, 
handsome?” the 
voice called. There 
was invitation in 
her very langour. 
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Cross of Blood 


(Continued from page 41) 





moved and turned over, both hands over 
its heart. 

Dirk’s blood went icy. The face on the 
body was the waxen, wrinkled features 
of Gregory Lane! 

Pale lips moved. Dirk kneeled down 
to hear the voice that came from them. 

“The—the first night I saw her I 
knew she was different from the rest,” 
the dying man gasped. “I—TI had 
planned to kill them aH off and then go 
away with Tesser to live my days out.” 
He pointed waveringly above him. Dirk 
looked up. The bottom of a coffin swung 
down on hinges. In that one sight every- 
thing was clear. 

“I—I spent a year digging tunnels to 
the closets in each room,” Gregory Lane 
whispered. “I hated them! But—but 
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the girl, Arlene, she was different.” His 
head dropped. “Now... now it will be 
ail hers!” 
Dirk felt a lump rising in his throat. 
He took the old man’s hand. 
“Good-bye,” Gregory Lane gasped. 
“Take—take good care of her!” 


He qutvered and died, but even in 
death the sinister symbol he had chosen 
haunted his remains. The blood pouring 
from the bullet hole in his chest formed 
a wavering crimson cross on his white 
shirt! 
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ON ODYSSEY'S SECOND ANNIVERSARY 


Witte the publication of this reprint issue of 
SPICY MYSTERY STORIES, ODYSSEY PUBLICATIONS be- 
gins its third year serving the interests of the PULP 
enthusiast field. Now, with seven fine titles behind 
uS, we can say that we have bearly begun to tap the po- 
tential written wonders yet locked away in the PULPS of 
yesteryear. However, our Second Anniversary has us 
looking ahead with much antipication and some great ex- 
pectations! In the planning stages (at this moment) are 
an ever widening range of interesting ODYSSEY's cover- 
ing the Mystery, Adventure, Hero, Western and Exotic 
genre PULPS. 


DYSSEY PUBLICATIONS was begun with the two-fold 

intention of supplying a cross-sectional over- 
view of the entirety of PULP literature in the form of 
reasonably priced reprints and original collections. To 
accomplish these ends, we set as our benchmark THE pub- 
lisher of quality paperbacks, DOVER PUBLICATIONS, INC. 
(Parenthetically, if there is any Art to be realized in 
emulation,it is to be had in striving to be better than 
the recognized best!) The hallmarks of a DOVER book 
have always been quality materials(in paper,in printing 
and in binding) delivered at an affordable price. These 
have been our goals from the outset of our publishing 
world voyagings. 





[F you have been with us since we started, you 

can appreciate the fact (aspirations aside) that 

it hasn't been all smooth sailing. Our beginnings were 
rough but our improvements have been steady. The good 
ship ODYSSEY is trimming closer to its chosen benchmark 
with each outing. We remaim committed to delivering 
quality goods at affordable cost. At ODYSSEY that equ- 
ates to: 'full count’ single issue reprints which con- 
tain every word of text of the original magazine; Ori- 
ginal Collections (each a minimum 128 pages in length) 
that capture the specific style of a typical issue, 
while presenting the best of its series; vivid four 


color covers. in -adda tien... -Oue “price -is) stil] at 
$4.50 per title (don't miss our current trade ad on 
page 120 for an even better price). This 1s: no: emai. 


feat for a limited edition publisher (e.g. the average 
ODYSSEY runs to 1,000 copies), especially in these days 
of dramatically rising print costs!!! Until the next 
time (i.e. Mid-July, when our next issue ((see the back 
cover) ) MYSTERY ADVENTURES is due) we remain... 


THE: ODYSSEY PUBLISHERS 
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